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52  Summer  St.  456  Bedford  St. 

Phone  814  Phone  371 


Traiter  M.  ivruegcr 

BRIDGEWATER  GARAGE 

JACK  STENGEL 

Delicatessen 

Dodge  Cars  and  Trucks 
Plymouth  Cars 

FREE  DELIVERY 

Bridgewater,  Mass. 

43  Central  Street               Telephone  416 

Compliments  of 

WOODARD  &  WRIGHT 

LAST  COMPANY 

24  West  Union  Street 

East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

TOWNE  PHARMACY 

Tuxedos  For  Hire  For 
All  Occasions 

THE  REXALL  STORE 
"The  Town  Favorite" 

Markey  Men's  Store 

S.  Berenson,  Ph.  G.,  Reg.  Pharm. 

Upstairs  Olympia  Building 

Telephone  3 

196  Main  Street                Brockton,  Mass. 

'The  home  for  your  dollars 
The  dollars  for  your  home." 


EAST  BRIDGEWATER  CO-OPERATIVE  BANK 

Horace  Collamore,  Treasurer 
»»- -  - ------------------------------- 
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OPENING  SPECIALS 

DRESSES  -.^  BATHROBES 

SLUTS  57C  GARMENTS 

COATS  Cleaned  and  Pressed 
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A  VOCATION  OF  DIGNITY 

Offers  young  men  and  women  a  life  of  Rt'fiiieriicnt,  Security  and  IVo--'perilv  -  -  - 

WRITE  TODAY 

Our  entire  building  is  devoted  to  Day  and  Evening  Classes  conducted  by  Renowned 
Style  (Creators.    f;i>mplete  systematized  courses.    Most  modern  equipment 

MODERATE  TUITION     Wilfred  Graduates  Are  in  Daily  Demand 
Convenient  Terms  Free  Placement  Bureau 

For  further  informaliiui  or  fur  free  booklet  write  or  visit  our  Acadeniv  wilhoul  obll-'alion 


492  Boylston  St. 


WILFRED  ACADEMY 

of  Hair  and  Beauty  Culture 
BOSTON 


KENmore  0880 


Thkoixjkl  Walter  Antomkwicz 
Teddy 
Te:l  is  really  quiet. 
He  seems  bashful,  even  shy, 
Vnl'l  you  see  him  close  enough 
la  catch  that  twinkle  in  his  eye. 


DoKOTHY    An  IN  BhUKY 

Huckle 

I'm  Staff  4;  Band  2,  3,  4;  Baskel- 
2,  3,  Manager  4. 
Here's   Huckle   strutting   down  the 
street, 

A    uniformed    miss    with  rhythmic 
feet, 

IT  hose  auburn  locks  and  eyes  that 
shine 

Depict  a  drum  majorette  pretty  fine. 


Flokenck  Eloi^k  Blake 
Pinky 
I'en  Staff  3,  4. 
At  the  minstrels  Florence  led  the 
show, 

Kith  pigtails,  her  slate,  and  a  big 

red  bow; 
As  a  public  speaker  she  does  excel. 
And  she  draws  cartoons  exceedingly 

well. 


RiciiAJii)    C BMfiLrr.T 

Richie 

Pen  Staff  2,  3:  Ediior-in  Chk-r  4; 
Scholastic  Honor.,;  Play  Cast. 
As  an  artist.  R'chie's  A-1, 
As  Chuck,  in  June  Mad,  loads  of 
fun ; 

In  scholastic  honors  he  is  slick, — 
Add  these  up.  and  you've  got  our 
Dick. 

Mae  Lot  ise  Blackwell 
Blacky 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Band  2,  3,  4;  Basketball  2,  3,  4; 
Play  Cast. 

Mae  is  cute  and  quite  petite. 
In  her  appearan<  e  she's  very  neat. 
Her  basketball  playing  sure  is  grand. 
The  drum  she  plays  in  our  big  brass 
band. 

As  Shirley  IT  ent worth  she  was  good ; 
Remember    her    entrance':'  "We're 
here,  Mrs.  Wood!" 

Lois  Gkeene  Boswokth 
Bos 

Play  Cast;  Basketball  2,  3.  4. 
With  light  curly  hair  and  eyes  of 
b'u  e 

Our  Lois  was  a  perfect  Milly  Lou ; 
At  basketball  she  made  a  score. 
But  in  the  chun  h  choir  she  registers 
more ; 

A  m'schierous,  merry,  little  lass. 
Carefree  and  gay  through  life  she'll 
pass. 


Maujoxie  Louise  Clogston 
Margie 
Band  2,  3,  4. 
A  girl  with  roguish  eyes  of  fun. 
Our  Marjorie  is  that  merry  one; 
Her  trombone  to  many  great  pleas- 
ure brings. 
May   prosperity   follow   her   in  all 
things. 


Walter  Sanger  Craine 
Ichabod 

One  magic  word  wakes  Ichabod 
lip  from  his  frequent  dozes. 
And  on  that  subject.  Aeroplanes, 
Crane  is  no  creeping  Moses! 


Lester  Norris  Clolidmain,  Jr. 

Cloudy 
Basketball  3.  4. 
Lester  aspires  to  follow  the  sea. 
May  the  weather  be  less  "cloudy" 
than  he ; 

From  high  school  days  he'll  travel 
far 

.And  come  back  again  a  "jolly  tar." 


Eii:;ene  Allen  Dodge 
Genie 

Bind  2.  3.  4;  Basketball  2,  3.  4; 
Baseball  2,  3,  4;  Play  Cast. 
Genie  is  an  actor  great. 
Of  this  there's  certain  proof; 
As  Elmer  Tuttle  he  brought  a  laugh 
That  almost  raised  the  roof. 


EsTHEli   THKKI>A  FHABETTI 

She  has  a  sweet  and  winning  smile 
And  lovely  twinkling  eyes; 
Esther's  very  pleasing  to  know, 
We  think  she's  a  prize. 


Leslie  Hartwell  Gould 
Goulie 

President  2,  3,  4;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
Baskelball  2,  3,  4;  Baseball  2,  3,  4; 
French  Club  3. 

Goulie  led  the  class  through  four 

long  years, 
His    comedy    and    basketball  are 

measured  by  our  cheers. 
With   a  frank  pleasant  manner  he 

wins  his  'way. 
No  wonder  our  class  wanted  him 

president  to  stay. 

LeSANDRA    Bl!KTFIELI)  HaWES 

Cookie 

Class  Play;  Basketball  2,  3. 
Cookie's  a  whiz  at  every  thing. 
Speeches,  sports,  and  also  swing; 
He  drums  on  desk  tops  with  lots  of 
beef. 

No    wonder    his    classmates  "call 
him-m-m  chief"! 


Irene  May  Goodrich 
Scholastic  Honors;  French  Club  3. 
Sweet  and  demure  is  our  Irene 
With    grace    and    charm  always 
serene; 

On    quiet    and    studious  behavior 
bent. 

To  all  her  helping  hand  is  lent; 
She  wins  a  place  of  honor  and  high 
esteem. 

Her  class  votes  her  their  beautiful 
queen. 


Howard  Haldane  Hawes,  Jr. 
Hal 

Scholastic  Honors;  Basketball 
Manaf;er  4. 

Speeches,  debates,  and  arguments 
Are  right  up  this  guy's  alley; 
The  senior  girls  all  sing  this  song, 
"I'm   dreaming  now  of  Halley!" 


Florence  Etta  Heath 
Flossy 
Basketball  2. 
A   pleasant  smile  and  neat  blonde 
curls. 

She's   popular    with    the   boys  and 
girls. 

Her  quiet  ways  and  eyes  of  blue 
Make  our  Flossy,  sincere  and  true. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

HP 

Velma  Alfheda  Humble 
Vel 

I'en  Staff  4;  Band  2,  3,  4;  Play 
Cast. 

//  you're  unhappy  and  need  a  friend. 
It's  Velma  whom  to  you  we'll  send; 
She  may  play  the  clarinet  or  sing 
to  you. 

In  fact  you  can't  tell  fust  what  she'll 
do; 

She's  clever  and  writes  funny  jingles 

that  rhyme. 
Yes,    with    Velma    you    ivont  be 

wasting  your  time. 

Leora  Jaiin 
Janny 

Secretary  2,  3,  4;  I'en  Staff  4; 
Scholastic  Honors;  Play  Cast:  Band 
3.  4;  Basketball  3,  4;  French  Club 
3.  4. 

Leora  scored  as  our  darling  I'cnny, 
Her  nchievemenls,  ihev  are  many; 
At  the  piano  she's  a  "u-ow" 
She  plays  basketball,  "and  how"! 
W e  prize  her  friendly  winning  ways 
And  forecast  success  for  all  her 
days. 


Constance  Marcia  Jahn 
Connie 

Vice-President  2:  Pen  Staff  4; 
.Scholastic  Honors;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
French  Club  3,  4. 

Connie's  the  smartest  in  our  class. 
She's  noted  as  a  musical  lass. 
As    an    orator    and    chemist  she's 
versatile. 

And  a  friend  to  her  classmates  all 
the  while. 


Elsie  Reta  Joh.nson 
Basketball  2,  3. 
Elsie  a  perfect  wife  will  make. 
She  can  setv  and  cook  and  wash  and 
bake ; 

On  Sunday  she's  a  faithful  polo  fan. 
Is  it  the  horse,  or  is  it  the  man? 


Katheium;  Kingston 
Kiki 

Band  2,  3,  4. 
Kiki  is  our  sports  girl. 
She  likes  to  make  her  baton  twirl; 
An  agreeable  disposition  has  she. 
You'll  alivays  see  her  in  a  group  of 
three. 


Chmistim-;  Margahkt  MacPherson 
Chris 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
Play  Cast;  French  Club  3. 
As  Effie  in  the  Senior  Class  play 
She  certainly  knew  hoie  to  clown; 
She's  generous  and  kind  to  everyone. 
Yes,  Chris  deserves  a  crown. 


Da\  William  Moorhouse,  Jr. 
Danny  Boone 
A  hearty  laugh  has  lanky  Dan 
That  brightens  all  our  classes. 
And  Dinnie  is  quite  skillful  with 
Mechanic  s  tools  and  gases. 


Ri'TH  Amelia  MacKenzie 
Rut  hie 

Ruth  is  witty  and  chock-full  of  fun 
Down   in   the  kitchen   she's  on  th> 
run. 

Busy,  bustling,  carefree,  and  gay. 
As  the  Highwayman  she  was  O.K. 


Dorothy  Hope  Maindeville 
Dot 

Pen  Staff  3.  4;  Band  2,  3,  4 
Basketball  2,  3. 

If  hat!  l\o  oxtail  soup  ':'  Oh,  dear! 
She  runs  the  cafeteria. 
Can  she  cook?  You  bet  she  can! 
Dot  ivill  capture  some  lucky  man. 


Robert   Nelson  Mondeai' 
Bobby 

Bobbie  is  a  mechanic  great. 
He'll  fix  your  car  up  while  you  wait 
It's  impossible  to  get  him  sore, 
IP  ho  could  ask  for  anything  more? 


Joseph  Francis  Morey,  Jr. 
Joe 

Baseball  3,  4. 
Joseph    pulled  the   curtain  for  our 

class  play. 
He  lends  a  helping  hand  every  day; 
At  baseball  he  sure  can  hit. 
A  sivell  player,  we'll  all  admit. 


Milton  Nelson 
Swede 

Treasurer  2,  3.  4;  Play  Cast. 
Milton  is  our  treasurer. 
He  does  his  work  so  well 
That  u  e  have  money  in  the  bank. 
And  nowadays  that's  swell. 


Clifton   Herbert  Morton 
Buster 

Band  3. 

The    class    long    chuckles    at  thi 
words 

(In  Probs.  of  Deni.  debates) 
Of  humor  and  philosophy 
That  Morton  propagates. 


John  Albert  Nielsen 
Johnnie 

Lung  John  arrives  at  eight-fourteen. 
He's  always  on  the  dot. 
And  though  he  doesn't  say  much. 
He's  Johnnie-on-the-spot! 


M 
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Mildred  ARL^;NE  Pollard 
Millie 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors; 
Basketball  2,  3,  4. 
Mildred  has  a  merry  grin. 
With  a  dimple  in  her  chin; 
At  sports  she  does  excel, 
Typing  also  very  well. 


Hazel  Edith  Smith 
Sniitty 

Blonde  hair  and  eyes  so  blue, 

A  smile  that  thrills  you  through  and 

through  ; 
She  and  Margie  make  a  team. 
Hazel's  a  lasting  friend  it  would 

seem. 


Richard  William  Viola 
Richie 

Basketball  2,  3,  4;  Baseball  2,  3,  4. 
Richie  is  our  athlete. 
In    basketball  he's  fine. 
And  he  must  be  good  as  a  Romeo 
To  make  some  fair  lass  pine. 


Guy  William  Santilli 
Gus 

Basketball  3,  4;  Baseball  2,  3.  4. 
Gussy  is  an  athlete  great. 
The  catches  he  makes  are  good. 
And  when  he  swings  and  hits  thai 
ball. 

It's  headed  for  some  distant  wood! 


John   Person  Sparling 
Johnnie 

Pen  Staff  2,  3;  Associate  Editor 
4;  Band  2,  3,  4;  Class  Play. 
John  can  sing  and  dance  just  grand. 
He's    a    crack-a-Jack    trumpeter  in 

the  band; 
To  court  the  ladies  is  his  aim. 
As  Roger  Van  Vleck  he  'won  fame. 

Mary  Catherine  Walker 
JFalkie 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Basketball  2,  3,  4;  French 
Club  3.  4. 

On  the  staff  of  the  Pen  she  does 

good  work, 
.She's  willing  and  able,  and  refuses 

to  shirk; 
She  writes  lovely  poems  and  stories, 

too. 

And  as  an  artist  she  surely  tvill  do; 
She  plans  to  take  art  as  her  career. 
May    success    follow    you,  Mary, 
throughout  each  year. 


X 
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Leon   Morris  Webber 
Buddy 

Band  2,  3,  4;  Play  Cast. 
At  acting  Leon  always  stars; 
In  plays  he's  a  sensation! 
Does  well  in  studies  too.  except 
His  French,  —  sad  deviation! 


Meredith  Flagc  White 
IFhitey 

Vice-President  3,  4;  Pen  Staff  2,  3, 
Assistant  Editor  4;  Scholastic 
Honors;  Play  Cast;  Band  2,  3,  4: 
French  Club  3.  4. 

A  school  career  busy  has  Meredith 
led 

As  Vice-President  and  Assistant  Ed; 
With  charm,  dignity,  and  grace. 
As  Mrs.  Wood  she  set  the  pace; 
Sweet  and  demure,  a  citizen  born. 
Melodious    tones    peal    from  her 
French  horn. 


Caryl  Wheaton 
Wheaty 

Joking  and  laughing,  a  study  hall 
tease, 

Caryl  isn't  hard  to  please; 

She    has    a    kind    disposition  for 

everyone. 
In  fact  Caryl  is  a  lot  of  fun. 

Richard  \^'hitm\rsh,  Jr. 
Whimpy 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Plav  Cast;  Band 
2.  3,  4. 

Whimpy  plays  the  trumpet  dandy. 
To  the  Pen  he  comes  in  handy. 
Programs  and  tickets  he  prints  with 
skill. 

As  Mr.  Harris  he  filled  the  bill. 


J^^^^^^  Margaret  Elaink  Yenovkian  Winifred  Zii.inski  ^^^^fc^^^^^ 

^§  Maggie  Winnie  J^^Bl  f 

■'^'aff  4.  Ba.keil.all  2. 

H  Margaret  types  fifty  words  a  minute.      She's  graeejul,  tall,  mysterious,  M 

^HS.     ^  l^i't  her  talking  speed  has  an  end-      She  makes  but  little  noise,  ^7"^ 

jf^l^^^jl^  'fs.s  limit;  She  has  Roz  RusselFs  figure  ^^L^'  ' 

^||(|^^  Snappy  black  eyes  and  shiny  dark      And  Greta  Garbo's  voice.  ^mi0^W^lr 

,  hair, — 

7^  '  I.ook  out.  boys!  Better  beware!  ^  .     .V,  . 

\.  '/'^\ 

F"i;\\K   (iKORCE  Sampson 
Sam 

On  the  audience's  faces  there  wasn't 
a  scoivl. 

When  Frankie  rendered  The  Wise 

01(1  Owl; 
He's  very  quiet  and  kind  of  shy. 
In  1040  he  entered  E.  B.  High. 


IT'S  FREE 


Security  is  the  primary  desire  of  all  people. 
That  is  why  they  deposit  their  savings  in  banks. 
That  is  also  why  people  like  to  own  their  own 
homes.  And  the  desire  to  be  free  from  the 
clutches  of  creditors  is  the  desire  which  prompts 
people  to  pay  their  debts  as  quickly  as  they 
possibly  can. 

Next  to  security  people  want  luxury  and  com- 
forts which  are  not  absolutely  necessary  to  con- 
tinue their  existence  but  which  tend  to  make 
that  mere  existence  an  enjoyable  adventure. 
They  want  contentment.  And  this  satisfying 
state  of  being  may  be  attained  by  the  appre- 
ciation of  culture. 

Culture,  a  word  which  seems  to  suggest,  to 
most  high  school  students,  dry,  stuffy,  century- 
old  intellectual  achievements,  is  really  no  more 
than  a  collection  of  the  best  in  art  and  in  music 
and  in  literature.  These  works  are  the  best 
because  they  have  been  able  to  please  people 
for  a  long  time.  They  are  best  because  they 
have  a  lasting  popularity  that  is  far  superior 
to  the  fads  of  changing  times. 

Yes,  the  classics  have  been  able  to  satisfy 
people,  all  classes  and  kinds  of  people,  for  a 
long,  long  time.  And  it  is  the  purpose  of  this 
editorial  to  urge  students  to  realize  the  rich- 
ness that  culture  can  give  their  lives,  regardless 
of  financial  status.  You  see,  in  school,  pupils 
are  taught  how  to  be  good  citizens  and  how 
to  make  a  living.  It  is,  however,  only  a  few  of 
the  students  who  ever  discover  the  satisfaction 
that  culture  gives. 


And  an  important  part  of  culture  is  its  avail- 
ability. Over  the  radio  one  may  listen  to  operas, 
s>\mphonies,  and  plays  that  have  been  the 
world's  best  entertainment  for  decades,  even 
centuries.  And  it  isn't  necessary  to  pay  a  high 
admission  charge,  either.  Just  turn  the  dial, 
sit  in  a  comfortable  chair,  and  prepare  to  enjoy 
a  truly  marvelous  experience.  Then,  too,  there 
is  the  public  library,  with  its  wealth  of  stories, 
plays,  poems,  and  orations  that  have  thrilled 
millions  of  people,  just  waiting  for  us  to  come 
in  and  ask  for  them.  And  there  are  art  treas- 
ures galore  in  nearby  Boston's  many  museums 
and  galleries.  Also,  religion  is  an  important 
department  of  culture.  There  are  a  number  of 
churches  right  in  our  own  town,  all  of  which 
would  be  glad  to  greet  new  members  of  the 
congregation.  I  am  sure. 

All  these  sources  of  enjoMuent  and  enrich- 
ment are  open  to  us.  They  would  all  like  to 
have  us  take  advantage  of  them.  Culture  is 
free  for  the  asking,  so  why  don't  we  do  a  little 
•^ore  asking?       Richard  Bartlett,  Senior 

Poems 

For  iiie  to  rattle  off  a  poem, 

No  matter  when  or  where. 

Is  not  an  easy  thing  to  do. 

The  thought  just  isn't  there. 

I  could  think  the  whole  day  through. 

But  rd  end  up  just  the  same. 

With  wastefl  thought  and  not  nuirh  done, 

And  fleeting  hopes  for  fame. 

?()  I'll  tiptoe  out  of  the  picture  now, 

And  leave  the  poems  for  you. 

And  while  you  sit  there,  pen  in  hand. 

I'll  just  say  "Toodle-ooo!" 

George  Webber,  Sophomore 
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Class  Will 


We,  the  Class  of  1941, 
being  morally  and  men- 
tally sound,  in  anticipa- 
tion of  our  decease,  do 
hereby   take  this  oppor- 
^^^^gj^^        tunity  to  make  a  last  and 
^^K^^^^       lawful  disposition  of  all 
^^^■^^^^^  goods   to   you,  our 

^^^W    y  friends    and  successors. 

We  reserve  the  right,  however,  to  continue  our 
ownership  of  these  goods  until  twelve  p.m., 
June  10,  1941. 

On  our  efficient  superintendent,  Mr.  Gotschall, 
we  bestow  our  sincere  appreciation  for  all 
he  has  done  for  us  in  order  to  make  our  work 
a  success. 

To  Miss  Andrews  we  leave  the  Junior  Class,  in 
order  that  she  might  select  another  Pen  edi- 
tor as  efficient  as  this  year's. 

To  Mr.  Moorhouse  we  bequeath  a  treasurer  to 
watch  his  debtors. 

To  Miss  Sullivan  we  leave  an  aspirin  tablet 

after  her  three  hard  years  with  the  especially 

brilliant  French  Class. 
To  Miss  Partanen  we  bequeath  an  eraser  in 

order  that  she  may  keep  the  typing  room  in 

good  condition. 
To  Miss  Walkey  we  gratefully  leave  an  airmail 

stamp  so  that  her  letters  will  arrive  in  Texas 

safely. 

To  Mr.  Loud  and  Mr.  Goldman  we  leave  a  bottle 

of  "Vitalis". 
To  Mr.  Matyosaitis  we  leave  the  ability  to  be 

a  doctor  so  that  his  pupils'  wounds  may  be 

dressed  properly. 
We  leave  to  Louise  Burrell  the  ability  of  Mary 

Walker  as  an  artist. 
To  "Bob"  Snow  we  leave  Genie  Dodge's  "pain 

pills." 

To  "Patty"  Sparling  we  bequeath  Hazel  Smith's 

pleasing  personality. 
To  Azad  Maranjian  we  gratefully  leave  "Hal" 

Hawes'  ability  to  carry  on  arguments. 
To  "Winnie"  Gregoire  we  leave  Guy  Santilli's 

"gift  of  gab". 


To  Eleanor  Lighlfoot  we  bequeath  the  chatter 

of  Esther  Frabetti  in  history  class. 
To  Stanley  Tkaczuk  we  bestow  Milton  Nelson's 

immaculate  ways. 
To  Edon  Hansen  we  leave  Joe  Morey's  bashful- 

ness  toward  the  opposite  sex. 
To  Eddie  Adams  we  leave  the  deep  voice  of 

Teddy  Antoniewicz. 
To  Rose  Kambegian  we  bequeath  the  silly  spells 

of  Caryl  Wheaton. 
To  Elmina  Sargent  we  leave  the  bashfulness  of 

Walter  Crane. 
To  Mary  Woodard  we  willingly  leave  Velma 

Humble's  short  dresses. 
To  Luther  Churchill  we  leave  Marjorie  Clog- 

ston's  seat  in  the  band. 
To  Priscilla  McCarthy  we  leave  the  ability  to 

get  into  Winifred  Zilinki's  coat. 
We  leave  Leon  Webber's  ability  as  an  orator  to 

his  brother,  George. 
To  Helen  Smith  we  leave  Dorothy  Mandeville's 

daily  trips  to  the  teachers. 
To  Bobby  Blanchard  we  bequeath  the  joyous 

laugh  of  Dan  Moorhouse. 
To  Priscilla  Hazard  we  leave  Florence  Blake's 

Minstrel  Show  act. 
To  Bobby  Wilson  we  leave  the  watchful  eye  of 

Elsie  Johnson  in  the  lunchroom. 
To  Roland  Holmes  we  bequeath  John  Sparling's 

"way  with  the  women." 

To  Riccardo  Viprino  we  gratefully  bestow  the 
tardy  slips  of  John  Nielsen. 

To   Ethel   Smith    we    leave    Florence  Heaths 

ability  to  set  hair. 
To  Virginia  Cole  and  Ruth  Holman  we  leave 

Margaret  Yenovkian's  and  Mildred  Pollard's 

ability  to  keep  on  friendly  terms. 
To  Marilyn  Hall  we  leave  Whimpy  Whitmarsh's 

slowness. 

To  Kitty  Gibbs  we  bequeath  the  long  hair  rib- 
bons of  Irene  Goodrich. 

To  Lorraine  Fuller  we  lea\e  the  childish  wavs 
of  Lois  Bosworlh. 

To  Jeanne  Blanchard  we  lea\e  Junior  Cloud- 
man's  reckless  drivins. 
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To  Ralph  Patterson  we  bequeath  "Goulie's"  six 
presidential  terms. 

To  Arlene  Dodge  we  leave  Dot  Berry's  ability 
to  twirl  the  baton. 

To  Barbara  Stoddard  we  leave  the  styles  of 
Mae  Blackwell. 

To  Grace  Johnson  we  bequeath  Katherine  King- 
ston's interests  in  West  Bridgewater. 

To  Donald  Colo  we  bequeath  the  bargains 
Bobby  Mondeau  gets  in  the  lunchroom. 

To  Tommy  Clark  we  leave  the  rhythm  Frank 
Sampson  didn't  have  in  the  Minstrel  Show. 

To  Johnny  Rogers  we  leave  the  long  bicycle 
rides  of  Richie  Viola  and  the  cannibalistic 
manner  in  which  he  slays  the  women. 

To  Peter  Batlista  we  leave  the  orange  necktie 
of  Richard  Bartlett. 

To  Phyllis  Geary  we  bequeath  the  good  citizen- 
ship of  Meredith  White. 

To  Marjorie  Winsor  we  leave  Christine  Mac- 
Pherson's  ability  to  dish  out  hot-dogs. 

To  Lottie  Belcher  we  leave  Leora  Jahn  s  golden 
locks. 

To  Lois  Healey  we  leave  Connie  Jahn  s  modesty. 
To   Teddy   Miller   we   leave   Clifton  Morton's 

love  for  dancing  at  school  affairs. 
To  Muriel  Bouldry  we  gratefully  leave  Ruth 

MacKenzie's  fanc)  to  Muriel's  singing  voice. 

In  witness  whereof  we  hereunto  set  our  hand 
and  affix  our  seal,  and  we  do  declare  this  to 
be  our  last  will  and  testament  in  the  year  of 
our  Lord.  194L 

Leslie  Gould  Christine  MacPherson 

Katherine  Kingston  Mae  Blackwell 

Mildred  Pollard  Eugene  Dodge 

In  the  presence  of  witnesses: 
Sir  R.  U.  Batty  Mr.  Never  Never,  Esq. 

Sir  Will  B.  Lazy  Miss  U.  C.  Nothing 

Prof.  U.  R.  Needless      Mme.  G.  L  M.  Happy 

»  * 

Styledictorian 

Knee  socks,  loafers,  skirts,  and  bows, 
All  decked  out  from  head  to  toes; 
We  think  Vogue  is  way  ahead 
Of  textbooks  we  have  ever  read. 

LoRSAiN'E  Flller,  Sophomore 


Candid  Shots  of  '41  Seniors 


The  seniors  will  soon 
part,  each  taking  his  or 
her  own  way  in  life.  But 
although  we  leave  one 
another,  certain  charac- 
teristic pictures  will  lin- 
ger in  our  snapshot  book 
of  memories  as  we  look 
back    upon    our    E.  B. 


classmates  of  1941.    When,  in  future  years,  we 
dream  of  our  high  school  days,  we  shall  picture: 
Teddy  Antoniewicz:  Always  on  the  run  to  de- 
liver some  message  for  Miss  Sullivan,  with 
his  deep,  bass  voice. 
Richie  Bartlett:   Our  Jack  of  all  trades  and 
master  of  thein  all.    A  Daniel  Webster,  Wil- 
liam Allen  White,  Rockwell  Kent,  and  Morris 
E\ans  all  rolled  into  one! 
Mae  Blackwell:  Her  long  part  in  June  Mad.  Our 
cute  little  honor  student  and  basketball  player. 
A  distinguished  member  of  the  Lucky  Six. 
Lois  Bosworth:  Our  little  Milly  Lou.    An  an- 
gelic face  but  oh  my,  the  mischievous  twinkle 
in  those  eyes!    Star  of  economics  and  member 
of  the  Lucky  Six. 
Leora  Jahn:  Our  own  Helen  Hayes.  As  Penny 
she  was  a  "dilly".    A  certain  "double  inter- 
est" in  life.    By  the  way  what  has  Paderewski 
got  on  her?    Basketball  star  and  member  of 
the  Lucky  Six. 
Meredith  \^Tiite:  Our  ideal  mother  in  June  Mad. 
A  disposition  to  be  envied.     Player  of  the 
French  Horn  and  a  member  of  the  Luck)'  Six. 
Mar\  Walker:  Our  versatile  miss,  art  being  her 
specialt).    Her  overflowing  desk.    A  member 
of  the  Lucky  Six. 
Leslie  Gould:  With  much  feeling  he  gave  the 
love  scene  from  King  Henry  V.    With  much 
feeling  he  plays  basketball.    With  much  feel- 
ing he  sang  Ida.     He  must  have  inspiration 
somewhere. 

Hal  Hawes:  An  excellent  score  keeper  in  bas- 
ketball. An  excellent  orator  proved  by  his 
speech  about  "flat  feet."  A  debater  too.  The 
girls  envy  his  curly  hair. 

"Cookie"  Hawes:  From  his  first  words  in  Spar- 
tacus  to  the  Gladiators,  "Cookie"  held  us 
spell-bound.     The  same  holds  true  for  the 
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class  play.    But  he  has  trouble  not  drumming 
on  the  desk  and  absorbing  English  grammar. 
Florence  Heath:  My  what  a  noisy  girl!  What 
lovely  smiles  and  a  perfect  housekeeper. 

Velma  Humble:  An  ace  cartoonist,  comedian  in 
economics  class,  and  a  grand  clarinet  player! 

Constance  Jahn:  She's  tops  in  her  studies.  She's 
tops  as  a  student  musician.  And  that's  not 
all,  as  a  typist  and  chemist  she's  A  No.  1. 

Elsie  Johnson:  An  expert  bookkeeper  and  an 
excellent  cook  as  is  proved  in  Household  Arts. 
She  rides  a  horse  like  a  veteran! 

Katherine  Kingston:  You  can  expect  to  see  Kiki 
at  the  basketball  games,  especially  if  we're 
playing  opposite  W.  B.  —  unless  American 
History  interferes.    Member  of  the  triplets. 

Esther  Frabetti:  She  may  be  a  chatterbox  extra 
period,  but  she's  certainly  a  great  pal,  and 
a  member  of  the  distinguished  triplets. 

Dot  Berry:  One  of  our  ace  typists,  chic  dressers, 
and  a  member  of  the  triplets. 

Milton  Nelson:  Our  Henry  J.  Morgenthau,  class 
treasurer,  class  sheik.  His  remarkable  mem- 
ory for  learning  long  parts  in  plays. 

John  Nielsen:  A  bit  too  noisy  but  studious. 
Punctuality  is  his  middle  name. 

Mildred  Pollard:  Ace  typist  and  athlete,  a  tiny 
girl  with  a  big  singing  voice. 

Frank  Sampson :  Excellent  rendition  of  the  Wise 
Old  Owl,  a  vast  collection  of  lab  equipment, 
and  the  misfortune  to  have  an  appendectomy 
the  last  term  of  school. 

Guy  Santilli:  An  honest  to  goodness  confirmed 
bachelor  and  a  whiz  as  guard  on  the  basket- 
ball team. 

Hazel  Smith:  Margie  is  her  other  half.  She 
bakes,  she  cooks,  she  sews,  and  her  admirers 
are  many. 

Ruth  MacKenzie:  We  wouldn't  be  surprised  if 
she  could  memorize  Gone  with  the  Wind. 
Remember  The  Highwayman?  How  about 
)odeling  us  a  cowboy  song,  Ruth? 

Christine  MacPherson:  Remember  comical  Efiie 
in  June  Mad.  That  was  Chris,  witty  as  ever. 
Expert  "doler"  of  candy. 

Dot  Mand'eville:  An  efficient  waitress  from  E.  B. 
High  lunchroom,  a  drum  majorette  too! 


Dan  Moorhouse:  Dan  wants  to  be  a  pilot;  but 
from  the  way  he  holds  up  stage  scenery,  we 
think  he  should  be  a  stage  prop.  Such  a  con- 
tagious laugh. 

Joe  Morey:  Likeable  Joe  isn't  so  shy  as  he  used 
to  be.  He  plays  baseball  like  a  veteran,  and 
as  a  gas  station  attendant,  he's  the  tops! 

Clifton  Morton:  Our  own  Will  Rogers.  His 
wit  in  problems  class  is  overpowering! 

Florence  Blake:  Her  rendition  of  The  Little 
Red  Schoolhouse  showed  her  singing  ability, 
and  the  posters  you  see  around  the  school 
prove  that  she  wields  a  magic  brush. 

Marjorie  Clogston:  A  trombone  artist  who  loves 
to  tease  people.  She  wonders  at  English 
grammar  and  she  blushes. 

Lester  Cloudman:  Our  quiet  lad.  A  typical 
dreamy  Beau  Brummel. 

Walter  Crane:  Our  aviator  and  scientist.  An 
author  of  technical  English  themes. 

Genie  Dodge:  Wonderful  basketball  player  and 
great  actor,  but  Genie,  a  fellow  with  a  one 
track  mind,  shouldn't  have  a  "double  interest." 

Irene  Goodrich:  Pleasing  personality.  She  stu- 
dies at  recess  and  reaps  the  fruit  of  high 
inarks. 

John  Sparling:  Our  play  boy  —  Roger  Van 
Vleck!  But  he  certainly  isn't  a  play  boy  in 
real  life,  and  how  he  can  talk  his  way  out  of 
trouble ! 

Richie  Viola:  His  favorite  study  is  current 
events.  He  makes  clever  remarks  and  has 
real  talent  as  a  "hoopster." 

Leon  Webber:  Remember  the  shaving  brush 
scene  in  June  Mad?  He  has  a  sense  of  humor 
and  draws  screwball  cartoons. 

Caryl  Wheaton :  "Sh!"  says  Caryl,  "the  teacher's 
coming!"  She  knows  clever  little  jokes  and 
can  always  supply  an  ample  amount  of  finger- 
nail polish. 

Whimpy  Whitmarsh:  Champion  eater  of  ham- 
burgers! A  second  Walter  Smith  and  Pro- 
fessor Millegram. 

Margaret  Yenovkian:  Hollywood  fan.  Export 
in  Household  Arts  Class  and  a  great  talker. 

Winifred  Zilinski:  A  spontaneous  giggle.  A 
soothing  Garbo  voice  and  a  ready  blush. 


"IT 

Cast  of 
"June  Mad" 

Seated,  left  to  right:  Mae  Black- 
well,   Richard   Whilniarsli.  Lois 

Bosworth 
Standing:  John  Sparling,  Leon 
VVfbher,  Velma  Humble,  Richard 
Barlletl,  Leora  Jahn,  Lesandra 
Ilawes,  Meredith  White,  Eugene 
Dodge,  Christine  MacPherson 


It  All  Comes  Back  To  Me  Now 


MAE  BLACKWELL 
The  friendly  chats  with  Mr.  Moorhouse.  The  enjoy- 
ment that  I  got  out  of  typing  for  the  Pen.  My  shaking 
hands  when  I  look  an  examination  in  history.  Trying 
to  win  an  award  in  shorthand.  Miss  Partanen's  hair 
styles.  The  little  red  books  that  the  teachers  carried 
with  them  from  class  to  class.  Miss  Andrews'  pleasing 
voice.  Writing  notes  instead  of  assignments  in  my  as- 
signment hook. 

MILTON  NELSON 
Llpon  entering  this  school  in  my  sophomore  year,  I 
had  the  impression  that  it  was  a  very  lonely  place, 
hut  as  I  mingled  with  my  newly  made  friends  I  realized 
that  I  had  been  deceived  in  my  first  opinion.  And 
now  that  graduation  is  on  its  way,  I  treasure  my 
school  experiences  more  dearly. 

MEREDITH  WHITE 
What?  An  assembly  is  coming  next? 
Good!  I  haven't  studied  my  French  idiom  text. 
Then  a  Shakespeare  speech,  —  my  hands  would  perspire. 
My  voice  would  quaver  higher  and  higher. 
In  history  we'd  have  a  great  debate 
On  events  and  politics  of  late. 
Rehearsing  June  Mad  was  lots  of  fun, 
On  the  stage  I  learned  to  walk,  not  to  hop  or  run. 
But  best  of  all  were  Music  Festivals  in  May, 
Marches,  overtures,  waltzes,  I  loved  to  play. 
These  things  I'll  look  hack  on  and  wistfidly  sigh. 
For  they'll  be  my  memories  of  E.  B.  High. 

WALTER  CRANE 
Just  crawling  out  of  bed  in  time  for  the  bus  almost 
every  morning:  doing  those  chemistry  experiments 
in  the  lab,  always  expecting  something  to  happen  and 
keeping  my  fingers  crossed  as  did  my  partner  and 
business  rival  who  worked  with  me;  going  to  those 
basketball  games  and  sittingt?)  on  the  new  bleachers 
( I  never  got  pushed,  shoved,  kicked,  and  poked  so  much 
in  iTiy  life!)  ;  arguing  with  Azad  in  Problems  (It  ivas  a 
problem,  too)  ;  recess,  the  best  period  of  the  day,  and  the 
two  B  -  -'s  whom  I  associated  with:  lending  money  in  the 
lunchroom   (Borrowers,  please  take  note!). 

LESTER  CLOUDMAN 

The  many  assemblies  which  caused  the  postponement 
of  the  test  I  hadn't  studied  for:  my  two  years  of  varsity 
basketball  which  brightened  up  the  school  year;  the 
tense  feeling  of  sickness  as  report  cards  were  passed 
out ;  as  a  whole  I'll  remember  my  school  days  as  the 
best  of  all  my  life. 


CARYL  WHEATON 
The  pecidiar  odor  in  Room  201  after  a  chemistry 
class:  the  fun  in  the  economics  class  with  five  particu- 
lar girls;  the  heavy  sigh  after  a  composition  assignment 
in  English  class;  waiting  for  the  light  signal  between 
7:20  and  7:30  on  a  snowy  day;  the  moans  when  an 
assembly  came  during  the  study  period  when  I  had 
planned  to  do  yesterday's  homework. 

DOROTHY  BERRY 
Those  history  assignments!  Rather  tough! 
Basketball  games,  dances,  and  festivals!  Boy.  what  fun! 
And  the  teachers!  Not  tough  enough. 
Kindergarten!  Knowledge  gained  in  fun. 

HAZEL  SMITH 
(joing  to  school  at  twelve  and  being  dismissed  at 
four-thirty:  trying  to  understand  Latin  that  just  didn't 
make  sense:  trying  to  study  in  Room  214  while  Miss 
Sullivan  taught  French;  worrying  about  the  English 
homework  that  wasn't  done;  teaching  the  children  in 
the  kindergarten  (I  sometimes  wondered  whether  I 
was  teaciiing  them  or  they  were  teaching  me!)  ;  waiting 
for  the  one-thirty  bell  and  the  mad  dash  for  the  school 
bus! 

FRANK  SAMPSON 
The  hot  arguments  we  had  in  Problems  about  false 
advertising:  the  rehearsals  with  the  tambourines  for 
the  minstrel  show;  the  accidents  I  had  in  chem  lab; 
the  foul  smells  left  in  the  lab  after  experiments;  the 
exciting  basketball  games  which  I  didn't  attend; 
dancing  in  the  assembly  hall  at  recess  time. 

MARJORIE  CLOGSTON 
A  Hop.  Skip,  And  A  Bump! 
I  can  remember  one  sunny  day 
When  on  the  sidewalk  three  girls  did  play; 
The  school  bell,  and  they  all  did  run. 
But  not  in  the  direction  the  bell  came  from. 
It  was  three  hours  later  on  a  sandy  road, 
The  Chief  caught  up  with  them  and  began  to  scold. 
I  ll  never  forget,  because  I  was  one 
Of  the  three  who  thought  skipping  would  be  great  fun. 

IRENE  GOODRICH 
Oh  dear!  I  didn't  review  the  chapter,  and  there's 
a  test  due.  "Mr.  Goldman,  what  do  you  think  of  the 
labor  strike?  What  do  you  think  about  lowering  the 
age  limit  of  the  draft?  Do  you  think  our  aid  to  the  demo- 
cracies will  win  the  war  or  shall  we  have  to  send 
troops?"  B-r-r-ring!  Saved  by  the  bell,  but  I'd 
better  review  that  chapter,  for  the  trick  never  works 
twice  in  a  row. 


RICHARD  BARTLETT 
A  Coughful  Experience 
I'll  never  forget  nursing  a  sore  throat  and  a  bad 
c:  ugh  for  two  weeks  before  the  class  play.  Whenever 
I  hive  a  cold,  I  sound  like  a  watchdog  barking  at  a 
s;;ranger,  and  this  time  was  no  exception.  For  two  frantic 
weeks  I  consumed  all  sorts  of  medicines,  went  to  bed 
as  soon  as  I  got  home  from  rehearsals,  did  no  studying, 
and  even  skipped  school  several  times.  On  the  after- 
n(  on  of  the  play  I  had  a  coughing  spell.  Then  came 
the  time  for  the  curtain  to  go  up.  While  I  was  not 
on  the  stage,  I  was  consuming  coughdrops  by  the 
boxful  or  making  hasty  trips  to  the  bubbler  next  to  the 
Et-ge  door.  During  the  play  my  throat  tickled  oc- 
casionally, but  I  was  able  to  get  through  the  perfor- 
mance without  so  much  as  a  single  "Woof"  at  the 
audience. 

LESLIE  GOULD 
I  don't  think  I  ever  will  forget 
The  fun  I  had  in  school. 

That  determined  sound  of  the  teacher's  voice 

As  she  cried.  "1:30,  Gould!" 

The  basketball  team  was  just  A-1, 

Seldom  were  they  defeated, 

And  each  year  after  winning  the  cup, 

The  squad  was  always  feted. 

Each  year  the  band  would  take  a  trip 

To  participate  in  a  contest. 

The  members  always  had  loads  of  fun 

And  the  chaperon  had  to  protest. 

Lingering  in  my  memory,  will  be 

The  decorative  dances. 

The  class  play,  and  the  minstrel  shows. 

And  all  the  petty  romances. 

LESANDRA  HAWES 
It  was  a  beastly  day  to  live 
When  Spartacus  I  had  to  give; 
My  knees  were  shaking,  my  head  was  aching. 
My  hands  were  sweating,  my  thoughts  were  fretting, 
A  nervous  wreck  was  I! 
My  speech  seemed  all  of  ten  miles  long. 
But  I  muttered  to  myself  forlorn, 
'"Cookie,  continue!  Give  all  that  is  in  you!" 
The  crowd  was  listening,  their  eyes  were  glistening. 
Alas,  it  is  over!  I  think  I'll  die! 

CHRISTINE  M MCPHERSON 
Music  festivals!     How  long  do  we  march':' 
A  snowstorm!     Where's  the  whistle? 
Report  cards!     What  did  I  flunk? 
Vacation!     Boy,  I  can  sleep  every  morning! 
A  lest!     And  the  assembly  is  during  my  study  period! 
Who's  arguing  in  history  today? 

Chorus!  Oh,  good!  I  haven't  done  that  English  theme! 
Band  today!  And  a  nice  rainy  walk  to  Elmwood! 
Play  rehearsals!  And  am  I  hungry! 


CLIFTON  MORTON 
Boys"  cooking  class  at  one-thirty  every  Tuesday,  and 
the  gingerbread  that  didn't  rise;  sixth  period  in  the  lab 
with  no  teacher;  the  part  in  the  class  play  that  I  didn't 
get:  the  race  for  a  certain  chair  in  the  lunchroom 
every  recess;  the  scramble  of  28  students  for  the  few 
reference  magazines  in  English  class. 

FLORENCE  BLAKE 

When  the  announcement  came  "Tomorrow,  an  exam," 

We  always  rushed  home  to  study  and  "cram" 

Then  over  the  "mike"  came  "There  will  be  an  assembly." 

And  next  day  we  took  the  test,  meek  and  trembly. 

We  waded  thr<iugh  themes  and  many  a  thesis. 

But  the  teachers  criticised  them  to  pieces. 

We  tried  to  be  grown-up  and  businesslike. 

But  when  caught  day  dreaming  were  very  contrite. 

We  gave  .Shakespeare,  Burns,  and  Shelley  a  rendition. 

But  now  they  need  to  be  reconditioned. 

We  tried  to  uphold  the  old  alma  mater. 

But  we  know  now  we  could  have  done  still  better! 

FLORENCE  HEATH 
When  I  am  old  and  gray,  I  shall  recollect  many  of 
these  experiences:  how  embarrassed  I  was  in  Mr. 
Goldman's  class  with  the  hiccoughs;  how  Mr.  Loud  put 
his  heart  and  soul  into  directing  the  minstrel  shows 
and  the  operetta.  Princess  Chrysanthemum ;  the  nervous 
feeling  before  a  history  test :  the  good  news  received 
the  morning  after  a  basketball  game  had  been  won; 
the  renewal  of  friendships  at  the  beginning  of  each 
school  year;  the  new  household  arts  class  with  the 
kindergarten.  Many  of  these  memories  will  linger  for 
life. 

RICHARD  VIOLA 
The    many    mornings   at    8:13    when    Miss  Sullivan 
hunted  for  John  Nielsen;  the  three  championships  which 
we  won  at  the  Y.M.C.A.;  my  trip  to  the  office. 

MARY  WALKER 
Whither? 
At  basketball  I  tried  to  star. 
But  bless  my  soul,  did  I  get  far? 
At  honors  high  I  took  a  chance, 
French  downed  me  like  an  avalanche! 
And  when  in  chemistry  there  was  a  crash. 
Leave  it  to  me.  the  things  I'd  smash! 
A:  public  speaking  I  feel  I  fail 
For  inside  of  me  I  quiver  and  quail. 
In  history  I  do  not  excel 
But  still  I  do  it  pretty  well. 
Sixty  words  a  minute  I  tried  to  take. 
Can  one  do  better,  for  goodness'  sake? 
My  musical  ability  isn"t  so  grand, 
I  never  tried  to  make  the  band. 
Drawing  seems  to  lie  all  that  I  can  do 
I  wonder  where  it  will  lead  me  to? 


Student's  Pen  Staff 

Front  raw,  left  to  right:  Edon 
Hansen,  Betty  Jean  Dalton.  Pris- 
cilla  Hazard,  Mae  Blackwell, 
John  Sparling,  Meredith  White, 
Editor-in-Ch  rf  Richard  Bartlett, 
Kathryn  Gib!);.  Winifred  Cre- 
goire,  Palricia  Spa'ling,  Richard 
iMarvill 

Second  roiv:  Stanley  Tkaczuk. 
Betsey  Walker,  Barbara  .Stod- 
dard. Christine  MacPherson. 
C<mstance  Jahn.  Leora  Jahn, 
Barbara  Knight,  Mary  Walker, 
Eleanor  Ligh:f;,oI,  Pearl  Ames. 
Velma  Humble.  Lo'raine  Fuller. 
Louise  Burrell.  Richard  Whit- 
marsh 

Third  row:  George  Webber. 
Azad  Matanjisn.  Mary  Balian. 
Mildred  Pollard.  Florence  Blake. 
Dorothy  Mandeville,  Marilyn 
Hall.  Margaret  Yenovk'an.  Doro- 
thy Berry,  Philip  Chamberlain. 
Ralj)h  I.essar  l.  Ar'.lMir  ('allicnilo 
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DAN  MOORHOUSE,  Jr. 

Roses  are  red,  violets  are  blue; 

Here  are  my  memories,  only  too  true! 

The  borrowing  of  money  from  Mr.  Moorhoute  in  the 
lunchroom  and  office;  the  arguing  over  national  politics 
in  the  home  room;  Mr.  Goldman's  reaction  to  "For 
crying  out  loud";  a  change  of  air  as  a  result  of  a 
fire  drill. 

RLiTH  Mackenzie 

The  weeks  I  looked  forward  to  going  to  Boston 
with  the  home  economics  class  and  then  got  the  flu,  my 
nervousness  before  going  on  the  stage  to  give  The 
Highwayman  in  one  of  the  declamation  programs,  my 
part  in  minstrel  show  chorus,  —  these  are  only  a  few  of 
the  fond  and  tender  memories  of  my  High  School  days. 

LEORA  JAHN 

The  nickels  I  borrowed  from  Mr.  Moorhouse.  Did 
he  ever  get  them  back?  (Don't  ask  him!)  — The  rolling 
climax  on  the  bass  drum  in  the  selections  from  Grieg 
at  the  Band  Festival.  Were  my  knees  trembling!  — The 
many  lectures  on  manners  and  politeness  from  many 
teachers.  What  were  they,  now?  —  Playing  Day  Is  Done 
on  the  piano  for  lioy's  chorus.  Should  that  have  been 
a  sharp  instead  of  a  flat?  —  The  excitement  at  the 
basketball  games.  The  referee  should  have  called 
a  foul! 

EUGENE  DODGE 

The  days  I  journeyed  up  the  hill  to  school  always 
wondering  whether  I  was  early  or  lale;  hurrying  home 
for  lunch  at  1:30  and  then  returning  for  a  basketball 
practice  or  a  class  play  rehearsal.  (The  rehearsals 
weren't  as  bad  as  the  "jitters"  we  had  the  night  of 
the  play!) 

JOHN  SPARLING 
Seventy  and  Seven  Years 
Maybe  when  I'm  old  and  grey, 
I'll  think  of  all  my  younger  days. 
When  I  was  young  and  full  of  vim, 
Going  to  school  and  trying  to  win 
Better  marks  with  little  work! 

DOROTHY  MANDEVILLE 
How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  school  days  when  Mr. 
Loud  would  iiegin  to  dance  as  we  practiced  the  songs 
for  the  minstrel  show:  when  Lois  Bosworth  and  \  elma 
Humble  amused  the  economics  class  with  funny  car- 
toons; and  last  but  not  least  when  the  girls  finished 
painting  the  kitchen  in  home  economics  class  with 
white  paint  all  over  their  faces  and  dresses! 

THEODORE  ANTONIEWICZ 

I  shall  always  remember  being  caught  smoking  around 
the  corner  of  the  school  building  in  my  sophomore  year; 
the  teachers  whom  I  had  throughout  my  school  years; 
passing  out  notebooks  and  getting  supplies  from  the 
office  supply  room  for  Miss  Sullivan;  Mr.  Moorhouse 
asking  me  "Isn't  that  right.  Antoniewicz?"  in  his 
economics  class;  Velnia  Humble's  little  informal  notes 
that  were  passed  around  in  classrooms:  my  classmates 
whom  I  was  associated  with  during  my  years  in  school. 

WINIFRED  ZILINSKI 

The  happiest  memories  of  my  school  life  will  be  of 
the  sharing  of  secrets  and  joys  with  my  classmates: 
the  rush  downstairs  for  the  maple  walnut  ice  cream 
and  hot  dogs;  selling  tickets  for  basketball  games, 
whist  parties,  operetta,  minstrel  shows.  Junior  Prom, 
and  Sophomore  Hop;  chewing  gum  and  swallowing 
it  when  the  teacher  popped  her  head  into  the  room; 
and  the  rush  to  be  first  at  the  mirror  in  the  girl's  room. 


ELSIE  JOHNSON 
From  Housemaid  to  Carpenter 
I  shall  never  forget  I'le  many  activities  of  our  home 
economics  class.  First  we  made  a  layette  for  the  doll 
substituted  for  our  class  baby;  then  we  taught  the 
nursery  school  children;  lh?n  we  made  costu-ies  for  the 
minstrel  show  and  curtains  for  the  el 'ss  play;  then  I 
played  carpenter  in  remodeling  the  cooking  room.  And 
I  still  have  all  my  fingers  and  fingernails  with  me! 

CONSTANCE  JAHN 
The  class  meeting  during  which  snakes  were  found 
in  one  of  the  desks;  the  festivals  at  Worcester,  Law- 
rence, and  New  London;  those  annual  Legion  essays 
on  the  Constitution  and  the  contest  at  Bridgewater; 
the  minstrel  show;  the  public  speaking  course  in 
English  and  our  shaking  knees,  —  these  are  "mes 
memoires  d'ecole." 

JOHN  NIELSEN 
1  shall  remember:  the  excitement  I  caused  Miss  S. 
when  I  came  in  after  8:10;  the  tenseness  just  ijefore 
receiving  our  report  cards;  expectations  and  disappoint- 
ments regarding  a  new  teacher;  the  many  petty  Iroidiles 
we  students  confided  to  each  other,  and  the  tales  about 
"who  goes  with  who",  the  vi\\f-  and  regulations  which 
were  a  part  of  our  school  life:  and  last  but  not  least, 
the  many  teachers  who  have  chosen  as  their  duty  the 
teaching  of  past,  present,  and  future  students. 

MARGARET  YENOVKIAN 
I  shall  look  back  and  remember  well  my  first  furmal 
dame,  the  Junior  Prom.  How  grown-up  I  felt  with  my 
escort!  I  smile  when  I  think  of  just  getting  in 
front  of  the  mirror  in  the  girl's  room  when  either  a 
big  .Sophomore  or  Junior  would  push  me  aside.  How 
could  I  ever  forget  those  two  flights  of  stairs  I  dreaded 
to  climb  with  the  teachers'  trays  on  Tuesdays  and 
Thursdays,  and  my  feeling  when  someone  asked  for  the 
salt  shaker  which  was  two  flights  down!  I  shall  well 
recall  having  to  wash  dishes  when  I  had  just  polished 
my  nails  the  previous  night. 

MILDRED  POLLARD 
These  will  be  my  greatest  joy:  the  boys'  basketball 
ganir^:   the  girls'  basketball  team  and  the  games  we 
never  won:  my  pride  when  I  learned  that  I  had  won 
an   award   for  shorthand;    the   nightmare   I   had  over 
the    bookkeeping   problem    that    I    could    never  make 
come  out  right:  and  the  day  that  I  had  to  get  up  in 
front  of  the  English  class  to  recite: 
".Seyton  —  I  am  sick  at  heart, 
When  I  behold  —  Seyton,  I  say!  — This  push 
Will  cheer  me  ever,  or  disseat  me  now." 

ESTHER  FRABETTI 

Those  exciting  basketball  g^mes  every  Tuesday  and 
Friday  night;  that  awful  feeling  the  next  morning 
because  I  didn't  have  my  history  and  English  done; 
waiting  for  the  no-school  whistle  on  rainy  mornings; 
the  thrill  of  going  to  my  first  Junior  Prom.  All  these 
incidents  bring  back  happy  memories  of  my  High 
.School  days. 

JOSEPH  MOREY 

In  days  to  come  I'll  recall: 

The  basketba'l  team  and  its  record. 

Movies  and  talks  at  assemblies. 

The  basketball  games  that  I  played  in. 

The  days  we  expected  a  long  examination  and  got 

a  true  and  false  test. 
The  minstrel  show  and  class  play. 


STUDENT'S  VE^ 
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VEL.MA  HUMBLE 
V,one  are  the  days  when  I  journeyed  to  the  office, 
the  days  of  the  hand  festivals,  my  experiences  in  the 
nursery  class,  lypinj;  for  the  Pen,  and   last   hut  not 
lea  t  my  joh  as  a  painter  in  the  cafeteria. 

RICHARD  WHITMARSH 
'.  he  most  memcrahle  days  in  the  past  twelve  years 
of  my  school  life  will  always  be  the  ones  on  which  the 
band  held  concerts  in  the  auditorium.  The  numerous 
Music  Festivals  in  Gloucester,  Belmont,  Wellesley, 
Fall  River,  New  London,  and  Provincetown  will  long 
remain  in  my  memory,  as  it  was  these  festivals  that 
helped  me  to  get  my  start  in  music. 

LOIS  BOSWORTH 
My  memories  will  always  be  the  talks  with  Mr. 
Moorhouse  after  school,  the  fun  we  had  practicing 
basketball  ( How  hard  we  fought  to  win  a  game,  but 
never  did!),  the  play  try-outs,  and  then  the  rehearsals 
day  after  day.  I'll  always  remember  the  strange  odors 
from  the  lab,  and  the  smell  of  the  food  cooking  in  the 
lunchroom.  My  few  trips  to  the  office  will  never  be 
forgotten.  Last  but  not  least  I  shall  never  forget  my 
teachers  and  the  old  school  building. 

ROBERT  MONDEAU 
I  shall  never  forget  those  many  hours  I  have  spent 
after  school  for  something  I  did  that  I  shouldn't  have 
done,  and  the  many  good  times  I  had  in  bookkeeping 
class.  The  best  subject  that  I  had  next  to  a  study 
period  was  shop,  which  I  enjoyed  going  to  very  much, 
as  I  did  the  fun  we  had  in  the  lunchroom  at  recess  time. 

GUY  SANTILLI 
My  first  basketball  game  on  the  first  team. 
Velma  Humble's  cartoons. 
The  famous  court  case  in  Problems. 
•Singing  in  the  shower  room. 
The  games  at  the  Y.M.C.A.  tournament. 
The  neatness  of  the  bulletin  boards. 

KATHERINE  KINGSTON 
I  shall  remember  the  exciting  basketball  games, 
trying  to  do  all  of  my  homework  between  the  8:10  and 
8:15  bells,  the  laughing  and  crying  of  the  children  in 
the  kindergarten,  and  the  fun  going  to  and  coming 
back  from  band  festivals. 

By  Their  Words  Ye  Shall  Know  Them 

Dan  Moorhouse:  "Well,  " 

Wliinipy  Whitmarsh:  "There's  no  doot  aboot  it." 
Hal  Hawes:  "Naturally." 
John   Sparling:  "Wow!" 

Richie  Bartlett:  "On  account  of  because  " 

Leslie  Gould:  "Will  this  meeting  please  come 

to  order?" 
Connie  Jahn:  "Why?" 
Margie  Clogston :  "Are  you  mad  at  iTie?" 
Margaret  Yenovkian:  "Didja  go  to  the  show  last 

night?" 

Mae  Blackwell:  "1  am  not  boy-crazy,  Mr.  G." 
Chris  MacPherson :  "Gosh,  this  is  hard!" 
Leora  Jahn:  "Will  we  have  to  know  that  for  the 
test?" 


Milton  Nelson:  "When  are  you  going  to  pay 

your  dues?" 
Colonel  Morton:  "That  ain't  the  way  I  heerd  it." 
Mary  Walker:  "Oh  dear,  this  desk  is  too  small!" 
Dot  Mandeville:  "Oh  Lord!" 
Cookie  Hawes:  "What  do  you  know?" 

Leon  and  Richie 

The  Best  Is  Free 

Beauty  lies  most  everywhere, 
On  the  land,  in  sea  and  air: 

The  soaring  bird,  the  diving  fish, 
The  swan  so  like  a  song. 
The  running  dear,  the  sinuous  snake. 
The  "jack"  that  hops  along; 
The  babbling  brook,  the  rushing  stream, 
The  river  wide  and  long. 
The  ocean  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
The  lake  a  silver  song; 
The  mountains  high,  the  valleys  low, 
The  plains  so  smooth  and  wide. 
The  rolling  hill,  the  desert  hot. 
The  land  that's  swept  by  tide; 
The  swaying  trees,  the  lowly  moss. 
The  honeysuckle  sweet. 
The  lily  pure,  the  daisy's  vow. 
The  violet  petite; 

The  twinkling  stars,  the  beaming  moon. 
The  clouds  that  slowly  float. 
The  rising  sun,  the  glowing  west. 
The  breeze  that  blows  the  boat; 
The  loving  heart,  the  helpful  smile, 
The  gentle,   healing  hand. 
The  friendly  word,  the  little  help, 
The  power  to  understand. 

Beauty  lies  most  everywhere. 
On  the  land,  in  sea  and  air. 

Irene  Goodrich,  Senior 
Words 

Fr(jm  the  lips  of  men  words  may  storm  forth 
With  the  lightning's  flash  and  the  thunder's  roar; 
Or  roll  grandly  through  the  centuries 
As  ocean  waves  beat  on  the  shore; 
Or  they  may  soar  as  sea  gulls  fly. 
Flashing  silver  in  the  sky. 

They  may  be  rainbows  bright  with  hope. 
Or  the  numbing  touch  of  winter's  frost; 
Some  are  bubbles  in  the  air 
That  pause  an  instant,  then  are  lost; 
Or  stars  that  bring  the  peace  and  light 
To  weary  travellers  of  the  night. 

They  may  be  swords  that  pierce  the  soul 
With  cruel,  searing  blades  of  pain; 
Some  are  bits  of  grime  and  dust. 
Some,  cool  caressing  drops  of  rain; 
Or  mountains,  rising  high  and  free. 
Giving  strength,  eternally. 

Or  the  depth  and  calm  of  woodland  pools. 

Blossoms  colorful  and  fair. 

With  glistening  dewdrops  fresh  and  pure. 

That  breathe  their  sweetness  everywhere. 

Birds  of  song  on  joyful  wings. — 

Oh.  words  can  be  so  many  things! 

Makv  Webbek 


Our  Own  Hall  of  Fame -Class  of  1941 


In  high  school,  as  in  later  life,  some  people 
are  leaders  and  some  are  not.  Some  manage  to 
be  in  many  different  activities.  Some,  however, 
are  happiest  when  in  the  cheering  section. 
Everyone  appreciates  the  faithful  supporters, 
but  now  at  graduation  time  the  spotlight  is  on 
the  standouts. 

As  we  glance  at  the  scholastic  honor  group,  it 
seems  evident  that  the  girls  of  the  class  are 
more  brilliant  than  the  boys.  The  male  mem- 
bers of  the  class  will  undoubtedly  contest  that 
statement,  but  nevertheless,  the  following  are  the 
high  ranking  seniors.  Reading  left  to  right, 
seated,  are  Mildred  Pollard,  Constance  Jahn, 
Mae  Blackwell,  Meredith  White,  and  Irene  Good- 
rich. Standing  are  Leora  Jahn.  Richard  Bart- 
lett,  Haldane  Hawes,  and  Mary  Walker.  The 
Pen  congratulates  our  Phi  Beta  Kappas. 

Class  politics  have  been  smooth-running  dur- 
ing our  entire  class  history.  This  is  largely 
due  to  the  popularity  of  our  perennial  president, 
and  his  efficient  "cabinet."  They  are  left  to 
right,  seated:  Meredith  White.  Vice-President; 
Leora  Jahn,  Secretary;  Constance  Jahn,  Execu- 
tive Committee  Member;  standing:  Leslie  Gould, 
President:  Milton  Nelson.  Treasurer.  The  best 
w  ishes  of  the  class  and  of  the  Pen  Staff  are  many 
to  our  faithful  officers. 

There  are  a  number  of  budding  Patrick  Hen- 
r\s  in  the  class  of  '4L  The  following  have 
battled  their  way  through  Legion  essay  contests 
or  Forensic  League  meets,  or  are  delivering 
graduation  essays:  seated,  left  to  righ,  Leon 
Webber,  Lesandra  Hawes,  Richard  Bartlett,  and 
Haldane  Hawes.  Standing  are  Meredith  White 
and  Constance  Jahn.  They've  won  many  blue 
ribbons,  and  we  hope  that  they  will  have  the 
same  good  fortune  in  later  life. 


The  class  play  is  a  delightful  memory  not 
only  for  the  fine  performance,  but  also  on 
account  of  the  pretty  usherettes,  who,  bedecked 
in  evening  gowns  and  fragrant  corsages,  gra- 
ciously found  seats  for  all.  Seated  are  Irene 
Goodrich.  Elsie  Johnson.  Katherine  Kingston, 
Esther  Frabetti,  and  Florence  Blake.  Standing 
are  Margaret  Yenovkian,  Winifred  Zilinski, 
Dorothy  Mandeville,  Caryl  Wheaton,  and 
Florence  Heath. 

Our  school  has  long  been  famous  for  its 
athletic  interest  and  ability.  The  class  of  1941 
has  done  much  toward  building  up  and  maintain- 
ing the  reputation  of  E.  B.  H.  S.  The  girls' 
basketball  team,  which  though  not  too  victori- 
ous has  plenty  of  spirit,  includes,  left  to  right, 
Mildred  Pollard,  Leora  Jahn,  Lois  Bosworth, 
Mae  Blackwell,  Mary  Walker,  and  Dorothy 
Berry,  Manager.  Our  male  "champeens"  are, 
in  the  second  row:  Joseph  Morey,  Guy  Santilli, 
Lester  Cloudman.  and  Haldane  Hawes.  In  the 
third  row  is  that  fearless  trio.  Richard  Viola, 
Leslie  Gould,  and  Eugene  Dodge.  Congratula- 
tions from  the  Pen  Staff! 

A  successful  band  such  as  ours  depends  on  all 
the  players  being  good  musicians.  Our  class 
has  contributed  fourteen  ace  instrumentalists 
and  a  high-stepping  drum-majorette  towards  the 
polished  band  our  high  school  boasts.  Seated, 
left  to  right  are:  Constance  Jahn.  Leora  Jahn, 
Mae  Blackwell,  Meredith  White,  Christine  Mac- 
Pherson,  and  Velma  Humble.  Standing,  second 
row:  Marjorie  Clogston.  Katherine  Kingston, 
Leon  Webber,  Eugene  Dodge,  Dorothy  Mande- 
ville. and  Dorothy  Berry.  Third  row:  Richard 
Whitmarsh.  Leslie  Gould,  and  John  Sparling. 
Congratulations!  And  may  you  have  music 
wherever  you  go ! 
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Our  Orators 
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Goodbye  To  The  Horsemen 


Long  shall  we  remember  the  days  in  the 
Octobers  of  1937,  1938,  1939,  and  1940,  when 
Mr.  Morey  called  for  the  first  basketball  prac- 
tices. At  the  first  few  we  jumped  rope  for  a 
while  and  did  running  exercises  to  get  the  mus- 
cles in  our  legs  in  shape  and  to  develop  our 
wind.  There  were  also  exercises  with  a  medi- 
cine ball  filled  with  sawdust  to  strengthen  the 
muscles  of  fingers,  wrists,  shoulders,  and  chests. 
In  a  short  time  we  had  the  wind  and  strength  to 
run  and  to  handle  the  ball  accurately. 

1  think  Leslie  Gould,  Richard  Viola,  and  I 
will  always  recall  the  year  of  1937  when  as 
freshmen  we  made  the  first  team.  That  year 
we  played  with  such  boys  as  Donald  Ring, 
George  Rollins,  and  Richard  Cloudman.  The 
team  wasn't  so  successful,  as  we  won  only  five 
games  and  lost  eleven,  but  we  learned  plenty. 
During  the  first  year  we  found  out  how  it  felt 
to  win  a  game  and  how  to  take  a  defeat.  When 
we  won  a  game,  there  were  smiles.  When  we 
lost,  our  spirit  was  low.  but  the  coach  always 
put  in  a  word  of  encouragement  such  as,  "It 
was  a  swell  game  just  the  same,  boys,  and  we 
have  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of." 

In  1938-1939  we  had  an  all-veteran  team 
which  proved  to  be  very  successful.  Led  by 
Captain  Donald  Ring,  we  became  Champions 
of  Class  B.  In  only  two  years  Mr.  Morey  had 
made  us  champions  of  the  district  in  our  class. 
We  chalked  up  fourteen  wins  and  lost  but  four 
games.  After  the  close  of  the  season  a  benefit 
whist  party  was  sponsored  by  Mrs.  Ray  Dodge, 
Mrs.  Lester  Cloudman,  and  Mrs.  Charles  Hill, 
three  loyal  and  enthusiastic  fans.  The  party 
was  a  huge  success,  and  the  proceeds  were 
used  to  buy  blue  and  gold  jackets  for  the  boys 
and  Mr.  More) .  In  April  a  group  of  the  girl  stu- 
dents got  together  and  gave  us  a  victory  dance. 


Because  we  lost  three  players,  the  outlook  for 
the  following  year  was  very  uncertain,  but  that 
was  taken  care  of  by  Mr.  Morey  because  he  had 
such  boys  as  Russell  Bosworth,  Charles  Ingalls, 
Jack  Ferreira,  and  Primo  Viola  to  build  up  for 
first-string  players.  The  season  of  1940  was 
the  best  we  had  had  at  the  school  for  many 
years;  we  won  seventeen  games  and  lost  only 
three.  We  also  won  the  trophy  again  at  the 
tournament,  and  that  was  something;  E.  B.  had 
put  the  first  leg  on  it  in  1936,  the  second  in 
1939,  and  in  1940  we  brought  it  home  for  good. 

In  April  1940,  our  good  friends  sponsored 
another  whist  party,  and  we  were  presented 
with  navy  blue  sweaters  having  a  gold  chenille 
"E.  B."  on  the  front  and  on  the  left  arm  an  in- 
signia reading  "South  Shore  Basketball  Tourna- 
ment Champions.  Class  B,  1940." 

In  June,  because  of  graduation,  Mr.  Morev 
lost  four  players.  The  townspeople  thought 
that  was  the  end  of  a  good  high  school  team, 
but  Mr.  Morey  again  built  a  fine  team  out  of 
the  remaining  veterans  and  the  rookies.  In 
October,  1940,  Mr.  Morey  called  for  basketball 
practice,  and  the  last  year  of  basketball  had 
begun  for  the  veterans  Richie  Viola.  Leslie 
Gould,  and  me.  Another  senior,  Guy  Santilli, 
filled  in  as  a  guard  and  saw  considerable  service. 
Donald  Colo  teamed  up  as  a  guard  with  Guy, 
and  Sophomore  Bobby  Snow  saw  plentv  of 
ser\  ice  on  the  first  learn.  W  ith  this  combination 
the  Morey  Clan  romped  through  an  unusuallv 
successful  season,  winning  eighteen  games  and 
losing  but  two.  the  only  setbacks  being  handed 
to  us  by  Stoughton.  the  Class  A  champions. 

At  the  tournament  we  set  two  new  records, 
winning  the  cup  for  the  third  consecutive  year 
and  scoring  217  jioiiits  in  4  games. 
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And  now  we  Three  Horsemen  are  about  to 
graduate.  Gould,  Viola,  and  I  have  enjoyed 
four  years  of  high  school  basketball  together 
under  the  excellent  coaching  of  Mr.  Morey,  who 
has  been  coach,  friend,  and  fatherly  adviser  to 
us  boys.  It  doesn't  seem  possible  that  we  can- 
not look  forward  to  another  year  of  high  school 
basketball.  As  we  say  goodbye  to  E.  B.  H.  S., 
we  hope  that  we  have  left  a  good  impression, 
that  we  have  contributed  something  to  the  school. 

Eugene  Dodge,  Senior 

The  Merchant  of  Wenham 

"Do  you  know  who's  taking  over  Hal  Mars- 
ton's  Corner  Grocery?  A  Jew!  Fishbein,  I 
think  his  name  is,  bought  it  from  poor  Annie 
for  next  to  nothing.  You  know  she's  been  so 
upset  since  Hal  died  that  the  Jew  prob'ly  gypped 
her  plenty.  Them  city  ones,"  exclaimed  the 
apron-clad,  substantially  built  Mrs.  Pike,  "don't 
often  miss  a  trick!" 

"No,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Peters,  her  lean  frame 
shaking  with  indignation  and  her  hands  fumb- 
ling in  the  clothes  basket  in  search  of  a  clothes 
pin  with  which  to  pin  the  last  sheet  onto  the 
line.  "They  don't  miss  a  one.  What'U  poor 
Annie  do?  I  don't  believe  Hal  left  her  any 
fortune." 

"Fishbein's  going  to  rent  a  room  at  her  house. 
That'll  mean  something  to  eat  on.  And  1  under- 
stand she  plans  to  have  a  couple  of  school 
teachers  board  there,  too,"  answered  Mrs.  Pike 
authoritatively.  Then  glancing  up  towards  the 
street  she  exclaimed,  "Look!  That  must  be  him!" 

A  happy  man  was  Morris  Fishbein  as  he  drove 
down  the  elm  and  maple  lined  village  road  in  a 
car  that,  although  not  new,  was  well  polished. 
Why  shouldn't  he  be  happy?  He  had  made  a 
good  bargain.  After  fourteen  years  as  a  de- 
livery boy  and  clerk  he  at  last  was  to  have  his 
own  market.  It  was  only  a  small  store  in  a  little 
town,  but  he'd  expand.  He  breathed  in  the 
fresh,  invigorating  country  air  and  smiled.  He 
had  wooed  Dame  Fortune  and  had  won  her  at 
last,  and  that  was  cause  enough  for  a  jubilant 
smile. 

But  the  two  observers  did  not  regard  his  grin 
as  an  indication  of  good  nature. 


"What  a  smug  face!  If  that  Jew  thinks  we're 
going  to  pay  him  a  fat  profit  just  because  he's 
the  only  market  man  in  town,"  stormed  buxom 
Mrs.  Pike,  "he'd  better  start  thinking  again.  I'll 
do  my  trading  over  in  Pendover." 

"So'll  I,  except  1  11  bu\  enough  from  him 
so's  he  can  pa\  his  rent  to  Annie,"  agreed  Mrs. 
Peters. 

Morris  Fishbein  had  opened  his  store.  The 
only  noticeable  change  was  the  sign  outside 
which  now  read  "M.  Fishbein  —  Quality  Gro- 
ceries" instead  of  the  legend  "Harold  Marston's 
Corner  Market."  The  same  goods  lay  on  the 
same  shelves  and  sold  at  the  same  price.  The 
same  cat  lay  beneath  the  meat  counter.  Yet  the 
customers  were  scarcer  and  the  orders  were 
smaller. 

Morris  couldn't  understand  il.  He  offered 
delivery  and  credit,  and  still  the  business  lagged. 
He  had  played  no  tricks.  He  had  given  good 
service.  He  had  sold  only  good  brands  of  food. 
He  did  not  see  how  he  could  have  aroused  any 
ill  feeling.  But  he  slowly  learned  that  Yankee 
suspicion  and  intolerance  have  unbelievable 
tenacity. 

His  usual  smile  faded  as  the  weeks  went  by 
without  showing  much  of  any  increase  in  sales. 
Hopefulness  retreated  before  the  stronger  force 
of  despair  in  the  market  man's  soul.  He  still 
tried  to  convince  the  housewives  that  he  would 
do  better  by  them  than  any  other  grocer  had. 
"I'll  even  deliver  just  one  yeast  cake  for  y<^u," 
he  pleaded.  "If  you  ever  need  anything  I  don't 
have,  I'll  get  il  for  you  at  Pendover  without  any 
extra  charge.    Isn't  that  a  fair  offer,  ma'am?" 

But  business  remained  at  its  same  slow  pace. 
By  November,  after  seven  long  discouraging 
months,  Morris  Fishbein  was  ready  to  admit 
defeat  and  return  to  the  city  as  a  disillusioned 
clerk  in  someone  else's  store.  His  savings  of 
fourteen  years  had  nearly  dwindled  to  the  z?ro 
mark.  In  a  short  period  of  time  his  great  in- 
vestment had  collapsed,  and  with  it  his  spirit. 
He  would  give  half  of  his  remaining  merchandise 
to  the  Ladies  Aid  Basket  Committee  and  auction 
off  the  rest. 

On  the  crisp  morning  of  November  20,  Mrs. 
Pike  and  Mrs.  Peters  were  mounting  the  creak- 
ing flight  of  stairs  that  led  to  the  Ladies  Aid 
room  in  the  Wenham  Universalist  Church.  For 
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years  these  two  women  had  been  co-chairmen 
of  the  Basket  Committee.  It  was  their  pet  boast 
that  no  family  in  Wenham  ever  went  without  a 
fiood,  substantial  meal  at  least  once  a  year:  at 
Thanksgiving.  Although  they  were  always 
happy  in  preparing  the  baskets,  they  were  wor- 
ried this  year  as  to  whether  their  record  could 
be  continued.  There  were  more  townsfolk  than 
usual  who  needed  baskets,  and  many  of  those 
who  usually  gave  generously  would  be  unable 
to  do  so  this  year. 

But  now,  when  they  reached  the  top  of  the 
stairs  and  rounded  the  corner  of  the  hallway, 
their  doubts  vanished. 

"Look,  Nellie!  Oh,  look!"  cried  Mrs.  Pike. 
"Boxes  and  boxes  of  canned  goods  and  vege- 
tables! Nellie!  Oh,  Nellie!"  she  exclaimed, 
gasping  for  breath  which  now  came  very  hard. 
"Who  could  have  left  them?" 

And  while  the  stouter  woman  expounded  on 
the  virtues  of  humanity,  Nellie  Peters  was  busily 
investigating  the  boxes  for  a  clue  as  to  who 
had  donated  this  quantity  of  foodstuffs  to  the 
Basket  Committee.  There  was  no  note.  But 
there  was  a  shipping  address  on  one  of  the  boxes. 
Black  crayon  nearly  concealed  it,  but  Nellie 
rapidly  scraped  off  the  wax  with  the  shears 
which  she  carried  in  her  bag.   The  address  read: 

To  Morris  Fishbein 
192  Winter  St. 
Wenham,  Mass. 

Two  crusaders  pounded  vigorously  on  the 
locked  door  of  M.  Fishbein  —  Quality  Groceries, 
brandishing  a  cardboard  sign  which  read 
"Closed"  that  had  been  tacked  to  the  entrance. 
An  amazed  Morris  Fishbein  unlocked  the  door 
and  backed  out  of  the  way  of  two  storming 
women. 

"Mr.  Fishbein,"  charged  the  spokesman,  Mrs. 
Pike,  "you've  got  no  right  to  close  up!  Abso- 
lutely no  right !  Do  you  realize  that  you're  the 
only  market  man  in  town?  And  all  of  us  house- 
wives depend  on  you?  You've  got  an  obligation 
to  this  town.  Now  you  stay  open,  and  in  about 
half  an  hour  you'll  have  a  rush!" 

"Yes,"  affirmed  Mrs.  Peters,  "a  big  rush.  You 
cover  Winter  Street,  Maud,  and  I'll  tell  all  the 
folks  on  Maple  Avenue!" 

RcHARD  Bartlett,  Senior 


PEN  19 
Armistice  Day  Arrives 

J  inky  was  peace- 
fully luxuriating  in 
his  after-dinner  rest. 
With  his  large 
green  eyes  half 
closed,  he  lay  on 
the  steps  of  his 
porch  one  Saturday  afternoon  in  the  late  fall, 
trying  to  decide  where  to  prowl  off  to  this  time. 
A  wide-spreading  corn-colored  pasture  land  lay 
before  him,  adjoining  at  one  end  the  vast  woods, 
and  at  the  other,  the  swampy  meadow  with  its 
brooks  interweaving  into  both  the  outstretched 
field  and  the  woody  area. 

As  the  sun  peeked  out  from  a  fluffy  white 
cloud.  Jink's  gray  coat  shone  and  gave  off  a 
glorifying  radiance.  His  shining  coat  was 
proof  that  he  was  treated  unusually  well.  He 
had  always  been  given  the  best  of  food.  No 
cold  milk  was  ever  poured  into  his  saucer.  His 
must  be  warmed,  and  his  dish  was  continually 
kept  full  day  in  and  day  out.  Jinky  slept  on  any 
chair  or  couch  that  suited  his  fancy.  And  if  he 
was  called  a  "cat",  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clark  and 
little  Tommy  felt  that  he  had  been  insulted. 
He  was  no  mere  "cat"  in  their  minds,  and  because 
of  their  unfailing  affection  and  their  lavishing 
adoration  Jinky  believed  himself  a  king. 

But  even  though  Tommy  loved  Jinks  as  faith- 
fully as  his  mother  and  father  did,  he,  like  all 
eight  year  old  boys,  wanted  a  dog,  preferably 
a  German  police,  which  could  romp  and  play 
with  him.  Now  it  happened  that  this  particular 
Saturday  was  little  Tommy's  birthday.  He  was 
sitting  on  the  porch  patiently  waiting  for  his 
father  to  arrive  home,  bringing,  he  hoped  des- 
perately, the  one  and  only  present  he  had 
wanted  for  so  long,  a  dog. 

Evidently  Jinky  had  decided  that  the  pasture 
field  would  be  the  location  for  his  roaming  this 
time  and  so  began  stalking  off  in  that  direction 
just  as  Mr.  Clark  drove  up  and  called  for 
Tommy. 

"Many  happy  returns  of  the  da\.  Son!"  And 
with  this,  Mr.  Clark  flung  open  the  car  door. 
Tommy's  bewildered  expression  immediatelv 
changed  to  one  of  complete  happiness.  There  on 
the  floor  lay  a  half-grown  police  dog.  At  the  sight 
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of  Tommy  the  dog  untangled  his  long,  lanky 
legs,  timidly  crawled  from  the  car,  and  advanced 
toward  him  with  curiosity.  Gaining  courage 
from  Tommy's  pleasant  voice,  he  began  snif- 
fing his  new  master's  clothes  and  heels,  his 
tail  wagging  ever  so  slightly.  Finally,  at 
Tommy's  coaxing,  he  lost  his  fear  and  jumped 
on  his  new  friend,  his  tail  now  wagging  joyfully 
and  excitedly. 

"Come  on,  doggie  -  -  -.  Say,  Dad,  has  he  got 
a  name?" 

"Why,  I  think  they  called  him  Marko,  Son." 

"Come  on,  Marko,"  Tommy  yelled,  and  off 
they  romped  together. 

Meanwhile,  Jinky  had  noticed  the  excitement 
at  his  home  and  had  trotted  back  to  be  with  his 
family,  when  lo,  there  was  his  family  fussing 
over  a  dog!  He  crouched  to  where  Tommy  and 
Marko  were  gleefully  playing.  His  eyes  grew 
large,  hatred  burning  in  them;  his  tail  began  to 
fluff,  and  his  back  formed  an  arch.  Marko, 
observing  Jinks  in  a  friendly  manner  and  think- 
ing him  a  new  playmate,  leaped  toward  him 
with  a  bark  of  merriment.  Then  some  dog  in- 
tuition told  him  there  was  trouble  ahead,  and 
he  slowly  backed  away,  fearful  of  what  Jinky 
would  do.  But  Jinks  wasn't  afraid.  He  gave  a 
flying  jump  at  Marko,  and  the  fight  was  on. 

For  three  weeks,  there  was  no  peace  between 
the  two  animals  when  they  were  in  sight  of  one 
another.  Their  relationship  never  changed,  only 
that  Jinky's  walks  increased  in  number,  and  he 
continued  them  for  a  much  longer  time  than 
before  in  order  to  be  away  from  Marko  as  much 
as  possible. 

On  Thanksgiving  day  he  wandered  off  and  at 
dark  had  still  not  returned.  As  it  was  customary 
for  him  to  be  back  to  eat  his  warm  supper  and 
lay  cozily  before  the  fireplace  during  the  eve- 
ning, the  family  was  alarmed.  Even  Marko 
seemed  restless  and  finally  left  the  house  to 
begin  searching  for  Jinks.  Almost  immediately 
he  picked  up  a  scent  in  the  pasture  land.  He 
followed  it,  barking  agitatedly,  weaving  around 
water,  bushes,  and  rocks  into  the  woods.  Sud- 
denly he  stopped,  his  ears  pricked  up.  He 
heard  a  pitiful  little  cry  coming  from  a  clump 
of  bushes  just  beyond  a  large  pine  tree.  Hurry- 
ing in  the  direction  from  which  the  cry  came, 
he  found  Jinky  with  one  of  his  legs  caught 
securely  between  the  two  iron  clamps  of  a  trap. 


Jinky,  whimpering  weakly,  lifted  his  eyes  be- 
seechingly to  Marko,  and  the  dog  read  the 
complete  trust  that  Jinks  had  in  him.  Realizing 
that  his  friend  was  in  great  pain,  Marko  began 
to  whine  and  bark  in  sympathy.  In  his  dog 
mind  he  could  see  no  way  of  relieving  the  injured 
cat.  Then  he  thought  of  Tommy.  Yes,  Tommy 
would  understand  his  language.  Hadn't  he 
always?  With  this  idea  in  mind  he  ran  toward 
home,  but  had  got  only  part  way  when  he  en- 
countered his  master  and  immediately  began  to 
try  to  make  Tommy  understand  that  he  wanted 
him  to  follow  the  way  in  which  he  was  leading. 

"Come  home,  Marko, "  Tommy  said.  "We 
can't  find  Jinks  now.    It's  too  dark." 

But  Marko  continued  circling  his  master, 
whining  hopefully,  and  then  running  toward  the 
woods.  Finally  Tommy  did  seem  to  understand 
and  followed  him  until  they  came  upon  Jinky. 
Tommy  gave  a  cry.  Quickly  he  released  Jinky's 
paw  from  the  iron  trap  and  lifted  his  suffering 
pet  into  his  arms.  The  journey  homeward  was 
slow,  as  with  every  jolt  Jinky  gave  a  pitful 
moan  which  pierced  both  Tommy's  and  Marko's 
hearts.  At  last  they  arrived  home,  all  three 
exhausted,  but  nevertheless  safe. 

Sunday  morning,  three  days  later,  found  a 
peaceful  Marko  and  a  recuperating  Jinky  lying 
on  the  cement  walk,  peacefully  licking  ane 
another  in  the  bright  morning  sun. 

Leora  Jahn,  Senior 

Taking  the  Cue 

The  footlights  flashed  the  signal  to  the  orches- 
tra, the  house  was  hushed,  and  then  slowly  the 
dark  velvet  curtains  parted.  The  senior  class 
play  had  begun! 

In  the  audience  Jeanne  settled  as  comfor- 
tably as  possible  in  the  straight-backed  chair 
and  looked  expectantly  at  the  stage.  The  leading 
lady  made  her  entrance  dramatically,  and 
Jeanne  turned  and  whispered  to  her  brother 
sitting  beside  her.  "Isn't  she  lovely,  Paul?  My, 
I  envy  her."  Upon  the  entrance  of  one  of  the 
boys,  who  was  taking  the  part  of  the  butler, 
Jeanne's  heart  skipped  a  beat  as  she  watched 
the  handsome  youth,  and  she  gave  an  involun- 
tary exclamation. 

"What's  the  matter.  Jeanne?  Can't  you  bear 
the  sight  of  your  one-time  beau?" 
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Jeanne  answered  this  teasing  remark  of  Paul's 
with  a  toss  of  her  head,  ahhough  she  wondered 
how  he  had  been  able  to  read  her  mind  so  easily. 
Her  eyes,  however,  were  drawn  to  the  young 
actor  as  if  by  a  magnet,  in  spite  of  the  noncha- 
lant appearance  she  tried  to  affect. 

As  Jeanne  watched  the  play  progress,  she 
realized  how  similar  it  was  to  her  own  life.  The 
plot  involved  the  perplexities  of  a  young  boy 
and  girl  during  a  teen-age  love  affair.  A  quar- 
rel between  the  two  had  broken  up  both  their 
lives  and  provided  much  comedy  for  their  re- 
specti\'e  families.  In  Jeanne's  life  the  same 
incident  had  occurred  between  her  and  Don,  the 
butler  in  the  comedy.  The  pla)  brought  out 
the  man)  foolish  misunderstandings  which  were 
responsible  for  the  quarrel  between  the  hero 
and  the  heroine.  Thus  Jeanne  wondered  if  her 
own  quarrel  was  the  result  of  events  which  had 
been  taken  for  granted  as  being  Don's  disloyalty, 
but  which  if  explained,  would  be  revealed  as 
trifles  of  no  importance. 

During  the  intermission  Jeanne  turned  to 
Paul  with  a  bewildered  expression,  "Paul  I — I 
wonder  Paul,  doesn't  this  play  seem  fami- 
liar? I  mean,  doesn't  it  remind  you  of  the 
quarrel  Don  and  I  had?  Do  you  suppose  our 
argument  was  as  uncalled  for  as  the  one  in 
this  play?" 

"Oh,  gosh,  girls  are  mysteries!  Haven't  I 
been  telling  you  that,  morning,  noon,  and  night? 
Why  don't  you  go  backstage  and  tell  Don  of 
your  great  discovery?" 

"Oh,  do  I  dare,  Paul?  I  suppose  I  might 
try-  -  -I'm  going  to !  Wish  me  luck."  With 
these  words  Jeanne  left  her  seat  and  hurriedly 
went  from  the  auditorium.  Apprehensively  she 
made  her  way  up  the  stairs  to  the  back  of  the 
stage.  There  all  was  confusion,  Jeanne  dis- 
covered upon  quietly  opening  the  door,  and  she 
was  unable  to  distinguish  one  person  from 
another.  Suddenly  she  heard  her  name.  Recog- 
nizing the  voice  as  that  of  Don  she  turned  and 
smiled. 

"Hello,  Don,  I  came  up  to-  -  -to  congratulate 
you.  You're  grand!  You  carry  your  part 
awfully   well.     Really  the   play's  marvelous." 

"Thanks,  Jeanne.  The  play's  good,  but  I  keep 
thinking-  -  -well,  oh-  -  -Jeaime,  doesn't  it  remind 


you  of  us?  It  has  made  me  realize  how  crazy 
we  were,  and  I  want  to  apologize.  Do  you  think 
-  -  -you  might  forgive  and  forget?" 

"Why-  -  -why  perhaps,  Don,"  said  Jeanne  with 
a  secret  smile. 

"Oh  golly,  that's  swell!  Say,  would  you 
meet  me  by  the  main  exit  at  the  end  of  the  per- 
formance?" asked  Don  eagerl). 

"Of  course.  But  now  I  must  hurry.  The 
orchestra  is  starting  to  play.    Good  luck!" 

With  a  dancing  heart  Jeanne  ran  down  the 
stairs  into  the  darkening  hall  and  took  her  seat 
just  as  the  last  strains  of  the  melody  being 
played  by  the  orchestra  died  away. 

"Did  he  forgive  you?"  whispered  Paul. 

"Yes,  after  a  great  deal  of  persuasion  he 
finally  relented.- - -Sh !  Don't  ask  any  more 
questions,  Paul,  the  curtain's  going  up!" 

Lorraine  Fuller,  Sophomore 

Dancing  on  Roller  Skates 

In  the  last  few 
years  roller  skating 
has  become  a  very 
popular  sport. 
Many  beautiful 
rinks   have  been 

  built     recently  to 

accommodate  enthusiastic  skaters,  and  they  do  a 
very  prosperous  business. 

Many  girls  and  boys  enjoy  the  sport  of  roller 
skating.  It  provides  pleasant  recreation  and 
excellent  exercise.  Some  people  are  adept  at 
active  sports  such  as  ice  skating  and  dancing; 
consequently  it  takes  very  little  time  for  them 
to  master  intricate  steps  on  roller  skates. 

Dancing  on  roller  skates  is  very  beautiful 
and  fascinating  when  mastered.  Modern  rinks 
are  equipped  with  colored  spotlights  which 
glow  on  the  beautiful  skating  costumes  which 
the  girls  wear.  The  wahz,  tango,  conga,  col- 
legiate, promenade,  two-step,  jitterbug,  and 
most  of  the  popular  steps  are  accomplished  on 
toller  skates.  Excellent  organists  are  hired  at 
the  rinks  to  play  popular  music  ever\  night 
for  the  skaters. 

In  order  for  the  patrons  to  get  acquainted 
with   the   other   skaters,   special   numbers  are 
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introduced  or  requested,  such  as  Pardon  Me, 
Bag  Tag,  Flashlight,  Whoopee  Skate  and  even 
a  Singing  Trio.  These  requested  numbers  enable 
the  boys  to  skate  with  unfamiliar  partners  from 
other  rinks,  and  the  girls  do  likewise.  The  girls 
also  have  a  number  called  Ladies  Choice. 

In  the  middle  of  the  rink  fancy  trick  skaters 
and  spinners  perform.  Many  boys  and  girls 
team  up  as  skating  partners  and  visit  different 
rinks  all  over  the  state.  Some  even  give  exhi- 
bitions. One  of  the  difficult  spinning  acts  is  as 
follows:  a  boy  spins  a  partner,  holding  one 
of  his  arms  and  one  of  his  legs;  between  his 
teeth  the  partner  has  a  match,  and  while  he  is 
being  spun  very  close  to  the  floor,  he  scrapes 
the  match  on  the  floor  and  lights  it. 

Many  colorful  stickers  are  given  away  in  most 
of  the  larger  rinks.  The  stickers  are  put  on 
the  small  suitcases  which  the  boys  and  girls  use 
to  carry  their  skates.  Some  people  have  gath- 
ered hundreds  of  these  stickers  from  all  parts 
of  the  country.  Each  sticker  reminds  them  of 
pleasant  memories  and  good  times  enjoyed  in 
each  rink. 

Kathryn  Gibbs,  Junior 

People 

Balmy,  sweet,  and  refreshing  was  the  air; 
bright  were  the  warm  sun  rays  dancing  on  the 
gleaming  waters;  beautiful  was  the  bright  blue 
sky  with  soft,  white,  foamy  clouds  floating  about. 
Mary  and  Claire,  inseparable  companions  since 
their  early  schooldays,  sat  on  the  brightly 
painted  bench  and  thoughtfully  watched  the 
tugboats,  the  sailboats,  and  the  speedboats 
passing  on  the  Old  West  River. 

"A  penny  for  your  thoughts,  Mary,"  said 
Claire. 

"Huh!"  was  Mary's  dreamy  reply. 
"Dreaming  again?" 

"Yes,  I  was  thinking  about  those  boats.  They 
are  like  people." 

"People!"  exclaimed  Claire. 

"Well,  like  life  and  people.  Look  at  the  tug- 
boats plugging  along,  towing  those  large,  heavy 
ships.  They  are  like  the  Browns  who  live  on 
the  other  side  of  the  railroad  tracks.  Think 
how  they  are  toiling  to  get  along-  -  -Mr.  Brown 
janitor   at    the   mill;    Mrs.    Brown    taking  in 


washings;  Mary  keeping  house  for  wealthy  folks 
in  town;  little  Jimmy  selling  newspapers;  and 
three  or  four  smaller  children  needing  food  and 
clothing. 

"See  the  sailboats  gracefully  gliding  over  the 
rippling  waters.  They  are  like  the  Clarks, 
smoothly  sailing  through  life-  -  -Mr.  Clark,  a 
successful  business  executive  with  a  large  in- 
come; Judith,  a  student  at  college;  and  Mrs. 
Clark,  president  of  the  Woman's  Club.  No 
worries  for  them!" 

"And  the  speedboats?"  interrupted  Claire. 

"They  are  like  the  O'Neils,  rushing  about  all 
day-  -  -clubs,  movies,  dances!" 

"Oh,  you  old  dreamer!  Yet  you  are  quite 
right.  But  why  select  those  people?  Aren't  we 
ourselves  like  boats?  Last  week  we  were  tug- 
boats, struggling  to  pass  those  pesky  exams. 
Now  we  are  sailboats,  carefree  and  gay.  To- 
morrow we  shall  be  speedboats,  scurrying  to 
and  fro  at  the  York  County  Fair!" 

"1  wonder  what  kind  of  boats  we'll  be  when 
we  get  older,  "  Mary  asked. 

"Time  will  tell,"  replied  Claire,  as  arm  in 
arm  the  two  friends  strolled  along  the  sunny 
walk  toward  home. 

Eleanor  Lightfoot,  Junior 

Spring  Rain 

Rain,  shimmering  jewels  sent  from  God's 
kingdom,  transforms  the  world  of  spring  into 
a  huge,  glittering  emerald.  Falling  musically 
against  the  clean-washed  earth,  the  droplets' 
rh\thmic  beats  accompany  the  stirring  breeze  as 
it  whispers  through  the  wet  branches  of  the 
swaying  trees. 

Raindrops,  softly  touching  pointed  blades  of 
grass,  cause  the  green  swords  to  bow  gracefully 
toward  the  damp,  brown  earth. 

Rainstorms,  surprising  the  wood-folk  into  a 
havoc  as  they  swiftly  seek  protection  in  Mother 
Nature's  bosom,  create  a  shining  fairyland  for 
these  creatures  of  God. 

Rainbows,  marching  across  the  sky  display- 
ing glorious  hues,  reflect  wondrous  beauty  in 
the  mirror-like  world. 

Helen  Nylen,  Sophomore 
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Can  You  Figure  It  Out? 

Can  you  match  these  titles  to  the  snapshots 
on  the  center  pages?  No  prize  is  offered  to  the 
first  reader  submitting  the  correct  set  of  answers, 
although  the  editors  did  consider 
homemade  silver  dollar! 

Hamburger  Boys 
Little  Smitty 
Lucky  Six 

Cap'n  And  The  Crew 
Hiig-Me-Tight 
Lil  Millie 
Ye  Ed 

Recess  Gossip 
Easlville  Special 
The  Goldman  Pose 
The  Pause  That  Refreshes 
Struttin'  Their  Stuff 
To  Be  Or  Not  To  Be 
Come  Out  And 

Play  With  Me 
Page  Perley  White 
Oriental 

Horseman  The  First 
Horseman  The  Second 
Horseman  The  Third 
Down  Beat 

When's  Mummy  Comin'  Home? 
Let's  Get  Away  From  It  All 
Jeanine.  I  Dream  In  Lilac  Time 
Her    Address?     1042   Central  Street 
Studying  —  A  "Posed"  Shot 

The  Philosophy  of  a  Flame 

A  flame  is  like  an  octopus 
With  tentacles  strong  and  wide, 
That  seem  to  reach  whate'er  they  may 
And  destroy  what's  at  their  side. 

Richard  Whitmarsu,  Senior 


And  Kiki.  Dot,  and  Esther  lllirci-  [lal^l,  and  Lcster,- 

And,  oh,  s(i  many  more  I  haven't  room  lo  lucnlion, 

So  I'll  slop  now.    Thanks  for  your  allenlioii. 

Here  lie  ihe  remains  of  the  senior  class. 

From  the  good  old  school  they  have  gone  at  last; 

We  rememher  the  deeds  of  everyone, 

May  they  conlinui-  the  fine  work  they  have  done! 

\1  ui.ioiiii;  Ci.OGsTON,  Senior 


1   L>eat    1  ou  I 

I  Did.  Did,  Did! 
Kid  Named  Joe 

PURE,  RICH 

Basket  Counts! 

MILK 

Sassy  Gal 

There  Are  Smiles 

Come  And  Get  It 

from  a 

Goodbye,  Now 

Peekaboo ! 

Federal 

Teddy 

Mustn't  Pick! 

Accredited 

Stoop  'n'  .Scoop 

Reveille 

Herd 

Taxi? 

J  inky.  In  Person 

EAST 

Sunlight  And  Shadow 

Rollers 

BRIDGEWATER 

Ready  For  The 

Daily  Grind 

Telephone  8b 

Spectators 

CRANE 


GRADUATION  WATCHES 

For  Boys  $7.50  up 
For  Girls  $9.95  up 

GURNEY  BROS.  CO. 


Gone  But  Not  Forgotten 

Here  lie  the  remains  of  the  senior  class, 
From  the  good  old  school  they  have  gone  at  last. 
We  remember  Mary  with  her  appealing  way. 
And  also  Leora  with  her  laugh  so  gay. 
And  Meredith,  timid  as  a,  little  deer. 
Couldn't  get  along  without  Christine  near; 
We  remember  (ienie  with  his  quick,  quiet  way. 
As  in  basketball  he  did  star  and  play. 
And  Goulie  and  Richie  we  can't  leave  out. 
Though  we  never  knew  exactly  what  their  minds  were 
about ; 

Of  the  household  arts  girls  we  thought  quite  a  lot. 
They  were  never  happy  without  the  care  of  a  tot ; 
And  my!  What  fudge  dear  Hazel  could  make, 
You  can  count  on  my  word  this  is  not  a  mistake; 
Then  there's  Irene  with  charming  manner  so  sweet, 
And  Connie  whose  aptness  was  to  teachers  a  treat. 
And  Lois  with  her  quick,  mischievous  air. 
She  and  Mae  to  basketball  took  quite  a  flair; 
And  we  remember  Florence  with  her  quiet  way, 
As  she  went  about  school  doing  good  each  day; 
Elsie,  the  horses  she  loved  to  ride. 
She  and  her  pal  side  by  side, 


Jewelers  Since  1841 


122  Main  Street 


Brockton 


Complimcnis  of 


A  FRIEND 
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MAYFLON 

^^^^^^^^^^ 
VER  DOUGHNUT  CORP 

E.  J.  DALTON,  A'.  E.  Mgr. 

ORATION 

Compliments  of 

M.  F.  Roach  &  Sons  Inc. 

Compliments  of 

The 

Chandler  Construction  Company 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Charles  P.  Lewis  Company 

Charles  P.  Lewis,  Treas.  &  Mgr. 
Tel.  2151 

Coal,  Coke,  Range  and  Fuel  Oils 
Lime,  Cement  and  Mason's  Supplies 

Office  and  yard:  Spring  Street 
Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

ABOUT  SPRING  COATS! 

Know  what  we  can  do? 

If  cuffs,  elbows,  linings,  etc.,  are  soiled  or 
frayed  and  if  it  needs  altering — we'll  repair  it — 
cleanse  and  press  it — and  it's  new  for  another 
season. 

59  Pleasant  St.               1061  Main  Street 

Telephone  Brockton  5812 

Compliments  of 

Louie's 
Hygienic  Barber  Shop 

L.  Louis  D'Arpino,  Prop. 

MYRTLE'S  SHOPPE 

HOSIERY  GIFTS 
DRESSES  YARNS 
LINGERIE  NEEDLEWORK 

P.  0.  Building                   East  Bridgewater 

Geo.  D.  Leavitt" 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

G.  D.  Leavitt,  Jr. 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Tel.  Whitman  225 
12  South  Avenue                 Whitman,  Mass. 

BURDETT 
COLLEGE 


m 


em  THE  TRAINING  MEETS  THE 


One-  and  two-year  courses.  Well- 
qualified  faculty.  Extra-curricula 
activities.  Day  and  Evening  classes. 
Previous  commercial  training  not  re- 
quired. Courses  meet  the  needs  of 
business  and  government.  Calls 
for  graduates  exceed  the  supply. 
Catalogue  contains  full  information. 


BUSINESS  TRAINING  SINCE  1879 


BURDETT  COLLEGE 


Telephone  HANcock  6300 


NEEDS  OF  THE  TIME 

tk  e  immediate  demand 

the  ^atvLre  oppoftixnilij 


STUART  S 


BOSTON 


W.  H.  LUDDY  &  SON 

BUSSES  AND  CLOSED  CARS 
FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 


Compliments  of 

OLD  COLONY  FOUNDRY 


[nder-Ms  know  us 
for  what  we  are 

And  we  know  our  Under-Grads  and  what  they 
like  in  the  way  of  smart,  new  campus-styled  clothe*. 
That's  why  Under-Grads  have  come  to  know 
Kennedy's  Under-Grad  shop  as  the  New  England 
headquarters  tor  the  most  up-to-date  clothes  to» 
high  school  men 

KENNEDY'S 

UNDER     GRAD  SHOP 


LOREN  MURCHISON  &  CO.  INC. 

828  Park  Square  BIdg.  Boston,  Mass. 

AMERICA'S  FINEST  SCHOOL  JEWELERS 
Class  Rings  Class  Pins 

MEDALS  and  TROPHIES 


Represented  by  FRANK  A.  FOWLER 


Coinpliinenls  of 

BION  B.  HALL 

THE  EPICURE 

Representing 

S.  S.  PIERCE  COMPANY 
Diruscyc  rroaicu  rooas 
Telephone  East  Bridgewater  410 
East  Bridgewater  Mass. 

Agnes  Beauty  Salon 

Specializing  in 

Individual  Hair  Styling 
Exclusive  But  Not  Expensive 

Telephone  82 
Co-op.  Bank  BIdg.               E.  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

KEITH  THEATRE 

Compliments  of 

THE  TOLL  HOUSE 

Kenneth   and   Ruth  Wakefield 

Proprietors 

Bedford  Street                  Whitman,  Mass. 

ELECTRIC   HOT  WATER  is  surprisingly  econo- 
mical, very  likely  costing  less  than  you  now  pay, 
yet  it  is  deluxe  service  —  clean,  safe  and  silent,  and 
all  you  ever  do  is  turn  the  faucet.    Get  the  full  story. 

Brockton  Edison  Co. 

Albert  S.  Douty 
Funeral  Director 

MODERN  FUNERAL  HOME 

Telephone  78-R  or  78-W 
6D9  Washington  Street         Whitman,  Mass. 

When  You  Have  Lumber,  Hardware 
or  Paint  Problems 
COME  TO  US  FIRST 
LOW  PRICES  —  QUALITY  MATERIALS 
F.H.A.  LOANS 

TAUNTON  LUMBER  CO. 

"AL"  WILBUR,  Gen.  Mgr. 

Telephone  1910 

j  243  No.  Montello  Street  Brockton 

Hallmark  — Rust  Craft 
Greeting  Cards 

See  Our  Selection  of  Graduation 
and  Father's  Day  Cards 

LUDDY'S  NEWSSTAND 

East  Bridgewoter 


Compliments  of 

The  Murray  Company 

CARVER  DIVISION 


Compliments  of 


Brockton  Lumber  Company 


LUMBER      PAINTS  HARDWARE 


SCHOOL  INSTRUMENTS 

Give  your  children  a  musical  educalion.  Get  your 
instrument  now  and  get  the  best. 

ff'e  have  a  complete  line  of 
TRUMPETS.   TROMBONES,  SAXOPHONES, 
CLARINETS,  DRUMS,  ACCORDIONS, 
GUITARS.  VIOLINS 
AT  LOW  SCHOOL  PRICES 
We  also  have  second  hand  instruments. 
Instruments  repaired  and  overhauled. 
Instruments  for  Rent. 


M.  Clifton  Edson  &  Son 

Incorporated 
INSURANCE  OF  ALL  KINDS 

Phone  110 


1 1  Central  Street 


East  Bridgewoter 


RYDER  GRAIN  CO. 

39  North  Central  Street 

Wirthmore  Feeds, 
HARDWARE,  BUILDING  MATERIALS, 
COAL  and  OIL 


Jl 


^OPPA  Grill 


Robert  H.  Hall 
Elmnood  •  •  Mastachusettt 


'better  food' 
We  do  not  serve  wines  or  liquors 


Telephone  227  W 


Flanagan's  Music  Store    172  Main  street 

j  40  Center  Street,  Brockton  Tel.  4469 


Brockton,  Mass. 


FOR  65  YEARS 

Bakers  with  a 
REPUTATION 

The  House  of 


BIAOOIMRTEBS'CAMBIUOOE.MASS. 


GUEST  BREAD  *  ANN  HATHAWAY  CAKES 
MRS.  CARTER'S /fo/W^-s/K/^  BREAD 


Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

The  Bridgewater  Brick  Co. 

"Wally"  Service  Station 

Tel.  2461 

Walter  Bordeou,  Prop. 
Plymouth  Street               East  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

The  Williams  School 

pays  to  attend  a  reputable  School" 

CENTRAL  GARAGE 

Auto  Repairing 

MASS.  STATE  OFFICIAL  BRAKE 
AND  LIGHT  STATION 

Wrecker  At  Your  Service 

41  Arlington  Street  Brockton 

Tel.  277-278              Manuel  Silva,  Prop. 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER  SAVINGS  BANK 

SAVE  WITH  SAFETY 
IN 

A  MUTUAL  SAVINGS  BANK 

School  Savings  Regular  Savings 

Ask  for  figures  on  low-cost  Savings  Bank  Life  Insurance 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 


College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  for  young  men  a  broad  program  of  college 
subjects  serving  as  a  foundation  for  the  under- 
standing of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and 
technical  achievement.  Students  may  concentrate 
in  any  of  the  following  fields:  Biology,  Chemistry, 
Economics-Sociology,  English  (including  an  op- 
tion in  Journalism),  and  Mathematics-Physics. 
Varied  opportunities  available  for  vocational  spe- 
cialization. Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  or 
Bachelor  of  Arts. 


College  of  Engineering 

Offers  for  young  men  curricula  in  Civil,  Mechan- 
ical (with  Diesel.  Air-Conditioning,  and  Aero- 
nautical options).  Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial 
Engineering,  and  Engineering  Administration. 
Classroom  study  is  supplemented  by  experiment 
and  research  in  well-equipped  laboratories. 
Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  in  the  professional 
field  of  specialization. 


College  of  Business  Administration 

OSers  for  young  men  six  curricula:  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  Marketing 
and  Advertising,  Journalism,  Public  Administration,  and  Industrial  Administration. 
Each  curriculum  provides  a  sound  training  in  the  fundamentals  of  business  prac- 
tice and  culminates  in  special  courses  devoted  to  the  various  professional  fields. 
Degree:  Bachelor  of  Science  in  Business  Administration. 


School  of  Law 

Offers  three-year  day  and  four-year  evening  un- 
dergraduate programs  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Laws.  A  minimum  of  two  years  of 
college  work,  or  its  full  equivalent,  required  for 
admission  to  undergraduate  programs.  Case  meth- 
od of  instruction. 

The  School  also  offers  a  two-year  evening  pro- 
gram open  to  graduates  of  approved  law  schools 
and  leading  to  the  degree  of  Master  of  Laws. 
Undergraduate  and  graduate  programs  admit  men 
and  women. 


School  of  Business 

Offers  curricula  through  evening  classes  in  Ac- 
counting, Industrial  Management,  Distributive 
Management,  and  Engineering  and  Business,  lead- 
ing to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Business  Ad- 
ministration in  specified  fields.  Preparation  for 
C.  P.  A.  Examinations.  A  special  four-year  curri- 
culum in  Law  and  Business  Management  leading 
to  the  Bachelor  of  Commercial  Science  degree 
with  appropriate  specification  is  also  offered. 
Shorter  programs  may  be  arranged.  Co-educa- 
tional. 


Evening  Courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Certain  courses  of  the  College  of  Liberal  Arts  are  offered  during  evening  hours 
affording  concentration  in  Economics,  English,  History  and  Government  or  Social 
Science.  A  special  program  preparing  for  admission  to  the  School  of  Law  is  also 
available.  The  program  is  equivalent  in  hours  to  one-half  the  requirement  for  the 
A.B.  or  S.B.  degree.  Associate  in  Arts  title  conferred.  Co-educational. 


Co-operative  Plan 

The  Colleges  of  Liberal  Arts,  Engineering  and  Business  Administration  offer  day  programs  for  men  only,  and 
are  conducted  on  the  co-operative  plan.  After  the  freshman  year,  students  may  alternate  their  periods  of  study 
with  periods  of  work  in  the  employ  of  business  or  industrial  concerns  at  ten-week  intervals.  Under  this  plan 
they  gain  valuable  experience  and  earn  a  large  part  of  their  college  expenses. 


FOR  CATALOG  —  MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 


NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 

Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a  catalog  of  the  □ 

□  College  of  Liberal  Arts  □ 
n    College  of  Engineering  □ 

□  College  of  Business  Administration  □ 


School  of  Law 

Evening  School  of  Business 

Day  Pre-Legal  Program 

Evening — College  of  Liberal  Arts 


Name 


Address 
C-33 
------- 


